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THE LIFE 

or 

OLIVER GOLDSMITH, M.B. 



r^UR Author was the third son of the Rev. Charles 

Goldsmithy and was bom at EVphin^ in the county 

of Roscommon, in. Irelandy^in the year 1729. Afier 

being well instructed in the classics, he was admitted 

■ 

a sizer in Trinity CoUegea^Publin, on the 11th of June 
1744. While he resided there, he exhibited no sped* 
mens of that genius, which, in his maturer years, raised 
his character so high. Onjhe.27th of February 1749» 
O. S. (two years a&er the regular time) he obtained the 
degree of Baqhelor of Arts. Soon after, he turned his 
thoughts to the ;professioin of physic $ and, after attend- 
ing some courses of anatomy in Dublin, proceeded to 
Edinburgh, in the year 1751, where he studied the se- 
veral branches of medicine under the different profes- 
sors in that University. His beneficent disposition soon 
involved him in unexpected difficulties ; and he was 
obliged precipitately to leave Scotland, in consequence 
of having engaged himself to pay a considerable sum of 
money for a fellow -student. 

A few days after, about the beginning of the year 
1754, he arrived at Sunderland, near Newcastle, where 
he was arrested at the suit of one Barclay, a tailor in 
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^ THB LIFE OP 

Edinburgh, to whom he had given security for his 
friend. By the friendship of Mr. Laughlin Maclane 
and Dr. Sleigh, who were then in the College, he was 
soon delivered out of the hands of the bailiff, and took 
his passage on board a Dutch ship to Rotterdam » whence, 
after a short stay, he proceeded to Brussels. He then 
visited great part of Flanders i and, after passing some 
time at Strasbourg and Louvain, where he obtained a 
degree of Bachelor in Physic, he accompanied an Eng- 
lish gentleman to Geneva. ., 

It ts undoubtedly a fact, that this ingenious, unfor- 
tunate man, made most part of his tour on foot. He 
had left England with very little money ; and, being of 
a philosophical turn, and at that time possessing a body 
capable of sustaining every fatigue, and a heart not 
easily terrified by danger, he became an enthusiast to 
the design he had formed of seeing the manners of dif- 
ferent countries. He had some knowledge of the 
Flrench language, and of music : he played tolerably 
well on the German flute j which, from an amusement, 
became at some times the means of subsistence. His 
learning produced him an hospitable reception at most 
of the religious houses that he visited ; and his music 
made him welcome to the peasants of Flanders and Ger- 
many. " Whenever I approached a peasant^s house 
towards night-fall," he used to say, " I played one of 
my most merry tunes, and that generally procured me 
jiot only a lodging, but subsistence for the next day : 
but, IN TRUTH," (his constant expression,} *' I must 
own, whenever I attempted to entertain persons of a 
higher rank, they always thought my performance 
odious, and never made me any return for my endea- 
vours to please them." 
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On his arrival at Geneva, he was recommended as a 
proper person for a travelling tutor to a young man^ 
who had been unexpectedly left a considerable sum of 

money by his uncle, Mr. S , a pawnbroker, near 

Holbom. This youth, who was articled to an attorney, 
on receipt of his fortune determined to see the world i 
and, on his engaging with his preceptor, made a pro- 
viso, that he should be permitted to govern himself— 
and our traveller soon found his pupil understood the 
art of directing in money concerns extremely well, as 
avarice was his prevailing passion. 

During Goldsmith*s continuance in S^vitzerland, h^ 
assiduously cultivated his poetical talent— of which he 
had given some striking proofs at the College of Edin- 
burgh ; and it viras from hence he sent the first sketch 
of his delightful epistle, called Tke Traveller^ to his bro- 
ther Henry, a clergyman in Ireland. 

From Geneva, Mr. Goldsmith and his pupil pro'^ 
ceeded to the south of France, where the young man, 
upon some disagreement with his preceptor, paid him 
the small part of his salary which was due, and embarked 
at Marseilles for England. Our wanderer was left once 
more upon the world at large, and passed through a 
number of difficulties in traversing the greatest part of 
France. At length, his curiosity being gratified, he 
bent his course towards England, and arrived at Dover, 
the beginning of the winter, in the year 1758. 

His finances were so low on his return to England, 
that he with difficulty got to the metropolis, his whole 
stock of cash amounting to no more than a few half- 
pence. An entire stranger in London, his mind was 
filled with the most gloomy reflections in consequence 
of his embarrassed situation. He applied to several 
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apothecaries, in hopes of being received in the capacity 
of -a journeyman j but his broad Irish accent, and the 
Uncouthness of his appearance, occasioned him to meet 
with insult from most of the medicinal tribe. The 
next day, however, a chymist near Fish-street-hill, 
struck with his forlorn condition, and the simplicity of 
his manner, took him imo his laboratory, where he 
continued till he discovered that his old friend. I>r. 
Sleigh was in London. That gentleman received him 
with the warmest affection, and liberally invited him 
to share his purse till some establishment could be pro- 
cured for him. Goldsmith, unwilling to be a burden 
to his friend, a short time after eagerly embraced an 
cxffer which was made him to assist the late Rev. Dr. 
Milner, in instructing the young .gentlemen at the 
academy at Peckham ; and acquitted himself greatly. to 
the Doctor's satisfaction for a short time $ but? haviog 
obtained some reputation by the criticisms he had 
written in the Monthly Review, Mr. Griffith, the prin- 
cipal proprietor, engaged him in the compilation of it ; 
and, resolving to pursue the profession of writing, 
he returned to Xondon, as the mart where abilities of 
every kind were sure of meeting distinction and re- 
ward. Here he determined to adopt a plan of the 
strictest oeconomy, and, at the close of the year 17^, 
V took lodgings in Green- Arbourrcourt, in the Old 
Bailey, where he wrote several ingenious pieces. The 
late Mr. Newbery, who, at that time gave great en- 
couragement to^en of literary abilities, became a kind 
"of patron to ^r young author, and introduced him, at 
a-salary of 100/. a year, as one of the writers in the Pub- 
He Ledger, in which his Citizen of the World originally 
appeared, under the title of ** Chinese Letters." 
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fortune now seemed to take some notice «f >a man 
she had long neglected . 

The simplicity of his character,. the integrity of his 
heart, and the merit of his productions, made bis com- 
pany very acceptable to a number of respectable per- 
sons; and, about the middle of the year 1769, be 
emerged from bis mean apartments near the Old Bai- 
ley, to a decent lodging in Wine-office Court, Fleet- 
street, dropped the tplsan Mister t dubbed himself Doctor, 
and was afterwards commonly Jcnown and addressed as 
Dr. Goldsmith. -In 1764, he removed his abode to the 
Inner Temple, where he took handsome chan»bers, and 
lived in a genteel style. Among many other persons 
9f distinction who were desirous ta know him, was the 
Duke of North untberland ; and the circumstance that 
attended his introduction to. that nobleman, is worthy 
of being related, in order to shew a striking trait in his 
character. "I was invited," said the Doctor, «* by 
my friend Percy, to wait upon the. Duke, in conse- 
quence of . the satisfaction he had received from the 
perusal of one of my productions. I dressed myself 
in the best manner I could, and, after studying some 
compliments I thought necessary on such an occasion^ 
proceeded on to Northumberland-bouse, and acquainted 
the servants that.I bad particular business with bis 
Grace. They shewed me into an anticbamber, where, 
after waiting some time, a gentleman very elegantly 
dressed made bis appearance $ taking him for the Duke, 
I delivered all the fine things I bad composed, in or- 
der to compliment him on the honour he had done me ; 
when, to my great astonishment, he told me I had mis- 
taken him for bis master, who would see me inunedi- 
ately. At that ipstant the Duke came into the apart- 
ment, and I was so confounded on the occasion, that I 
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wanted words barely sufficient to express the sense 
I entertained of the Duke's politeness, and went 
away exceedingly chagrined at the blunder I had 
committed/* 

The Doctor, at the time of this visit, was much em- 
barrassed in his circumstances — but, vain of the honour 
done him, was continually mentioning it. One of the 
ingenious executors of the law, a bailiff, who had a 
writ against him, determined to turn this circumstance 
to his own advantage t he wrote him a letter, that he 
was steward to a nobleman who was charmed with 
reading his last production, and had ordered him to 
desire the Doctor to appoint a place where he might 
have the honour of meeting him, to conduct him to 
his Lordship. The vanity of poor Goldsmith imme- 
diately swallowed the bait : he appointed the British. 
Coffee -house, to which he was accompanied by his 
friend Mr. Hamilton, the printer of the Critical Re- 
view, who in vain remonstrated on the singularity of 
the application. On entering the coffee-room, the 
bailiff paid his respects to the Doctor, and desired that 
he might have the honour of immediately attending 
him. They had scarce entered Pall-mall, in their way 
to his Lordship f when the bailiff produced his writ. Mr. 
Hamilton generously paid the money, and redeemed 
the Doctor from captivity. 

The publication of his Traveller , his Vicar of Wake- 
field, and his History of England^ was followed by the 
performance of his comedy of The Good-Natured Man, 
at Covent- Garden Theatre, and placed him in the first 
rank of the poets of the present age. 

The Doctor had a constant levee of his distressed 
countrymen, whose wants, as far as he was able, he 
always relieved $ and he has often beenJuiown to leave 
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himself even without a guinea, in order to supply th« 
necessities of others. 

Another feature in his character we cannot help lay- 
ing before the reader. Previous to the publication of 
his Deserted Village, the bookseller had given him a 
note for one hundred guineas for the copy> which the 
Doctor mentioned, a few hours after, to one of his 
friends, who observed it was a very great sum for so 
short a performance " In truth," replied Goldsmith^ 
" I think so too $ it is much more than the honest man 
can afford, or the piece is worth ; I have not been easy 
«ince I received it ; I will therefore go back and return 
him his note ;** which he actually did, and left it en- 
tirely to the bookseller to pay him according to the 
profits produced by the sale of the poem, which turned 
out to be very considerable. 

The Doctor did not, however, reap a profit from his 
poetical labours equal to those of his prose. The Earl 
of Lisbume, whose classical taste is well known, one 
day at a dinner of the Royal Academicians, lamented 
to the Doctor his neglecting the muses, and enquired 
of him why he forsook poetry, in which he was sure of 
charming his readers, to compile histories, and write 
novels? The Doctor replied, "My Lord, by court- 
ing the muses, I shall starve j but by my other labours, 
I eat, drink, have good clothes, and enjoy the lux- 
uries of life." 

During the last rehearsal of his comedy, intituled. 
She Stoops to Conqucrf which Mr. Colman thought 
mrould not succeed, on the Doctor's objecting to the 
repetition of one of Tony Lumpkin's speeches, being 
apprehensive it might injure the play, the manager, 
with great keenness replied, ** Psha, my dear Doctor^ 
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do not be fearful of squibs, when we have been sitting 
almost these two hours upon a barrel of gunpowder,^'* T^e 
piece, nevertheless^ contrary to Mr. Colman's expecta- 
tion, was received with uncommon applause by the au- 
dience ; and Goldsmith^s pride was so hurt by the se- 
verity of the above observation, that it entirely put an 
end to his friendship for the gentleman who made it. 

The last work of this ingenious Author, was An Bis^ 
tory of t/te Earth and Animated. Nature, in 8 vols 8vo — 
for whith production his bookseller paid him 850/. 
The Doctor, who seems to have considered attentively 
the works of the several a^uthors who have wrote on this 
subject, professes to have had a taste rather classical 
tiian scientific, and itcwas in the study of the classics 
that he £r8t caught the desire of attaining a knowledge 
of nature. Pliny first inspired him, and he resolved to 
translate that agreeable writer, and, by. the help of a 
commentary, to make his translation acceptable . to 
the public. The appearance of Mr. JBufFon's work^ 
however, induced the Doctor to chaqge his plan ; and 
instead of translating an ancient writer, be resolved to 
imitate the last and best of the modern, Mrho had writ- 
ten on natural history. 

Notwithstanding the great success of his pieces— 
by some of which, it is asserted, upon good autho- 
rity, that he cleared 1800/. Jn one year — his circum- 
stances were by no means in a prosperous situation I 
partly owing to the liberality of his disposition, and 
partly to an unfortunate habit he had contracted of 
gaming, with the arts of which he was very little ac- 
quainted, and consequently became the prey of those 
who were unprincipled enough to take advantage of 
his ignorance. 
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Just before his death, he had formed a design for 
executing an Universal Dictionary of Arts and Sci-- 
ences, the Prospectus of which he actually printed and' 
distributed among his acquaintance. In this work, 
several of his literary friends (particularly Sir Joshua 
Reynolds, Dr. Johnson,, and Mr, Garrick) had pro- 
mised to assist, and to fiimish him with articles upon 
diflTerent subjects. He had entertained the most san- 
guine expectations from the success of it. The un- 
dertaking, however, did not meet with that encou- 
ragement from the booksellers which he Had imagined 
k would undoubtedly receive; and he used to la- 
ment this circumstance almost to the last^ hour o£ hir 
existence. 

He had been for some years afflicted, at different 
times, with a violent stranguary, which contributed not 
a little to embitter the latterpart of his life; and which, 
united with the vexations he suffered' on other occa- 
sions, brought on a kind of habitual despondency. In 
this unhappy condition he was attacked by a nervous 
fever, which terminated in his dissolution, on the 4th 
day of April 1774, in the 45th year of his age. 

His friends^ who were very numerous and respect- 
able, h^ determined to bury him in Westminster* 
Abbey : His pall was to have been supported by Lord 
Shelbume, Lord Louth, Sir Joshua Reynolds, the Hon. 
Mr. Beauclerc, Mr. Edmund Burke, and Mr. Garrick-} 
'but this design vtsls dropped, on account of the very 
embarrassed state of his afiairs, (it being found that he 
owed not less than 2000/.) and his remains were pri- 
vately depositiA in the Temple burial-ground, on 
Saturday the 9th of April i when Mr. Hugh Kelley, 
Messrs. John and Robert Day, the Rev, Joseph Pal- 
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mer, Mr. Etherington, and Mr. (now Dr.) Hawes — 
gentlemen who had been his friends in life — attended 
his corpse as mourners, and paid the last tribute to 
bis memory. 

A subscription, however, has since been raised by 
hb friends, to defray the expence of a marble monu- 
ment, which is now executed by Mr. Nollikens, an 
eminent statuary in London, and placed in Westmin- 
ster-Abbey, between Gay's monument and the Duke 
of Argyle's, in Poet's Corner. It consists of a large 
medallion, exhibiting a very good likeness of the 
Doctor, embellished with literary ornaments, dnder- 
neath which is a tablet of white marble, with the fol- 
lowing Latin inscription, written by' his excellent 
friend Dr. Samuel Johnson : 

OHVARI 00LD8MtTH^ .: ,^t - 

POXT/B. PHYSICI. HXSTORICI. 

gVI NULLUM rXKI SCKIBXMDI CtMUS 

NON TXTIGIT, 

NULLUM QUOD TETIGIT NON OKNAVITy 

SIVX KISU8 tSSXNT MOVBNOl* 

SITE LACRYM/B. 

APPXCTUUM P0TXN8 AT LKNI8 DOMfNATOS^ . 

INGXNIO SUBLIMIS— VIVIDUS, VIRSATXLISy 

ORATIONK GRANDIS, NITIDU8 VXNU8TVS. "^ 

HOC MONUMXNTUM MXMORIAM COLVITy 

80DALIUM AMOR, 

AMICORVM rXDX8, 

LECTORUM VXNXRATIO. 

MATVS RIBIRNIA PORNI/B LONFORDIINSIS^ 

IN LOCO CUX NOMXN PALLABy 

NOV. XXIX. MDCCXXXI. 

SBLAN/e LITXRI8 INSTIIVTVIy 

OBIIT LONOINI, 

APRIL IV. MPCCLXXIT* 
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TRANSLATION. 

This Monnment b raised 

To the Memory of 

OUVER GOLDSMiTff, 

Poet, Natural PkikMopher, and Historian, 

Who left no species of Writing untouched, or unadorned, 

Bjr his Pen» 

Whether to move Lan^iter, or draw Tears : 

He was a powerfol Master over the Affections, 

Though, at the same time, a gentle Tyrant ; 

Of a Genius at once sublime, lively, and equal to every sulgect : 

In expression at once noble, pure, and delicate. 

His Memory 

Will last as long as Society retains aflectiim. 

Friendship is not void of honour. 

And Reading wants not her admirers* 

He i^s bom in the Kingdom of Ireland, at Femes, 

In the Province of Leinster, 

Where Pallas had set her Name^ 

Nov. 89, 1731. 

He was educated at DubUn, 

And died in London, 

April 4^ 1774. 

As to Doctor Goldsmith's character, it is strongly 
illustrated by Mr. Pope's line, 

" In wft a man, simpUcity a child.** 

The learned leisure he loved to enjoy, was too often 
interrupted by distresses which arose from the open- 
ness of his temper, and which sometimes threw him 
into loud fits of passion ; but this impetuosity was cor- 
rected upon a moment's reflection ; and his servants have 
been known upon these occasions purposely to throw 
themselves in his way, that they might profit by it im- 
mediately after, for he who had the good fortune to be 
reproved, was certain of being rewarded for it. His 
disappointments, at other times, made him peevish and 
sullen; and he has often left a party of convivial friends 
abruptly in the evening, in order to go home and 
brood over hit misfortunes. 
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The universal esteem in which his poems are held^ 
and the repeated pleasure they give in the perusal, are 
striking proofs of their merit. He was a studious and 
correct observer of nature, happy in the selection of his 
images, in the choice of his subjects, and in the har- 
mony of his versification i and, though his embarrassed 
situation prevented him from putting, the last hand to ' 
some of his productions, his Hermit, his Traveller, and 
his Deterted Village, bid fair to claim a place among the 
most finished pieces in the fjigUsh language. 



EPITAPH ON DR. GOLDSMITH, 

BT W. WOTY. 

ADIEU, iw«iBt bard ! to each fine feeling trae. 
Thy Ylrtues many, and thy foibles few ; 
TboM formM to charm even vicious minds— and these, 
With harmlen mirth, the social sool to please.- 
Another^! woe, thy heart could always melt—- 
None gave more free, for none m<ne deeply felt. 
Sweet iKurd;; adieu!— thy own harmonious lays 
Have •culptur'd out thy monument of praise : 
Yes— these survive to time^ ranotest day. 
While drops the bust, and boastful tombs decay. • 
Reader, if nnmberM In the Muse's train. 
Go, tune the lyre, and imitate his strain- 
But if no poet thou, reverse the plan. 
Depart in peace, and imitate the man.. 
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TO TRB 

REV. HENRY GOLDSMITH. 

DEAR SIR, 

I AM fenjibU that the frienijhip between us can acquire no new 
Jwce from the ceremonies of a Dedication ; andy perhaps, it demands 
an excu/e thus to prejix your name to my attempts , which you decline 
giving with your own : But as a part of this Poem was formerly 
written to you from Switzerland, the whole can now, with propriety, 
he only infciibed to you. It will alfo throw a light upon many parts 
of it, when the Reader under/lands, that it is addrejed to a man, 
who, defpifing fame and fortune, has retired early to happinefs and 
thfcuriiy, with an income of forty pounds a^year, 

I now perceive, my dear Brother, the wifdom of your humble choice. 
You have entered upon a facred office, where the harvefi is great, and 
the labourers are but few ; while you have left the feld of ambition, whera 
the labourers are many, and the harvefi not zuorth carrying away. 
But ofaJH kinds of ambition, as things are now circumflanced, perhaps 
that which purfues Poetical fame is the wHdefi^ What from lAe 
increafed refinement of the times, from the diver fity of judgments, 
produced by opptfing fyftems rf criticifm, and from the more prevalent 
divifions of opinion infueneed by party, the firongtfi and he^piefi 
efforts can expeS to pleaje but in a very narrow circle. 

Poetry makes a principal amujeme^ among unpolifhed nations ; but 
in a country verging to the extremes of refinement. Painting and Mujic 
€ome in for afhare: And as thefe offer the feeble mind a lefs laborious 
entertainment, they atfrft rival Poetry, and at lengthfupplant her — 
they engrofs all that favour oncefhewn to her, and, though but younger 
ffiers, feize upon the elder* s birth-right. 

Yet, however this Art may be negleSed by the powerful, it is fliU 
in greater danger from the miftaken efforts of the learned to improve it. 
What criticifms have we not heard of late in favour of blank verfe, and 
Pindaric odes-^horujfes, anapep, and iambics^^Uiterativc care and 
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hdp^ n^ligence! Every ab/urdiiy has now « cham^m !• iejeni k, 
and, as he is generally wtuch in the wrongs fi kt has miwi^ wmik t» 
fiiy~^Jor error is ever talkative. 

But there is an enemy to this ArtJliS more dangerout-^I mam 
Party, Party entirely iijlorts the judgment, and dejiroys tkt tajU, 
When the mind is once infeQed with this difeafe, it cam amfy fad 
pUafure in what contributes to increafe the dijlemper, Lika tJU iygtr 
that Jeldom dejijls from purfuing man after having once prayed upm 
kuman fUfk, the Reader who has once gratified his appetite wtiik 
iokmny, makes, ever after, the mofi agreeable feaft ufioM wtmrdcrod 
reputation. Such Readers generally admire fome halfwitted things 
who wants to be thought a bold man, having lofi the charaStr rf a 
wife one : Him they dignify with the name of Poet — his tawdry lampamu 
are called fatires, his turbulence is faid to be force, and his pkrtmzy 
fre. 

Whai reception a Poem may find, which has neither abufi^ A"t^» 
nor blank verfe to fupport it, I cannot tell, nor am I fdicitaus ta 
know. My aims are right. Without efpoufing the caufe of amy party^ 
I have attempted to moderate the rage of all, I have endeavoured ta 
Jhew, that there may be equal happinejs in fiaies that are differently 
governed from our own — that every ^ate has a particular principle of 
happinefs'-'^nd that this principle in each may be carried to a mifi 
ehievous excejs. There are few can judge better than yourfelfhowfar 
thefe pofitions are illujlrated in this Poem, 

J am^ dear Sir, 

Your mojl ajcdionate Brother^ 

OLIVER GOLDSMJTA 
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Remote, unfriended, melancholy, flow, 
Or by the lazy Sclield, or wandering Po 5 
Or onward, where the rude Carinthian boor 
Againil the houfelefs flranger ihuts the door ; 
Or where Campania's plain forfaken lies, 
A weary wafte, expanding to the ikies — 
Where'er I roam, whatever realms to fee, 
My heart, untravell'd, fondly turns to thee 5 
Still to my Brother turns, with ceafelefs pain. 
And drags at each remove a lengthening chain. 

Eternal bleflings crown my earlieft friend, 
And round his dwelling guardian-faints attend ; 
Bleft be that fpot where cheerful guefts retire 
To paufe from toil, and trim their ev'ning fire— 
Blefl that abode where want and pain repair. 
And every ftranger finds a ready chair — 
Bleil be thofe feails, with iimple plenty crown'd, 
Where all the ruddy family around 

b3 
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I.fill|tli Ml I tic Ji*A«, or pranks that never fai^ 
III ngli wllji pUy at fome mournful tale, 
Or |irt«r<i \i\t* balhful ftranger to his food/ 
AimI loitrii \Uv luxury of doing good. 

hut nil* t dfftinM fuch delights to (hare. 

My luiiiir i>r lift* in wandering fpent, and care^ 

liiiprllM with (IrpN uuccaOng to purfue 

HiMiir llrrUng gotxl, that mocks me with the view{ 

*r)i»i(i llkr till* cirrlc bounding eartla and (kies, 

AlluM'it iVoin 1(1 r, yet, as 1 follow, flies; 

My lortuiip IcttcU to Iraverfe realms alone, 

And rind no fpt»t of all the world my own. 

Kv'n now, whrre Alpine folitudes afcend, 
t (ll WW down, u pcn/ivc hour to fpend; 
Audi plur'd on high, above the dorm's career. 
Look downward where an hundred realms appear; 
Irfikrn, foroiU, cities, plains extending wide, 
Tlir pcunp of kings, the fliepherd's humbler pride. 

WluMt tliUM creation's charms around combine^ 
Anddl) tho (lore, Ihould tlumklefs pride repine? 
tilay, Ihould iUv philofophic mind difdain 
That good which makes each humbler bofom vain? 
Let fohool-taught pride diHemble all it can, 
I'hcfo little things are great to little man; 
And wifcr he, whofe fympathetic mind 
Exults in all the good of all mankind. 
Ye glittering towns, with wealth and fplendorcrown'd; 
Ye fields, where fummer (preads profufion round; 
Ye lakes, whofe veiTels catch the bufy gale ; 
Ye bending fwains, that drefs the flow'ry vale— • 
For me your tributary (lores tiombine — 
Creation's heir, the wofld^ the world is mine* 
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As fome lone mifer, vifiting his ftore, 
Bends at his treafure — counts, recounts it o'er— 
Hoards after hoards his riling raptures £11, 
Yet Aiii he £ghs, for hoards .are wanting flill: 
Thus to my breail alternate paflions rife, 
Pleas'd with each good that Heav'n to man fuppliei ; 
Yet oft a figh prevails, and forrows fall, 
To fee the fum of human blifs fo fmall— 
And oft I wifli, araidfl the fcene to find 
Some fpot to real happinefs confign'd. 
Where my worn foul, each wand' ring hope at rtil, 
May gather blifs to fee my fellows bleft. 

But where to find that happiefl fpot below. 
Who can dired, wlien all pretend to know? 
The Ihudd'ring tenant of the frigid zone 
Boldly proclaims that happieft fpot his owo^ 
Extols the treafures of his ftormy feas. 
And his long nights of revelry and eafe^ 
The naked negro, panting at the line, 
Boafls of his golden fands and palmy wine, 
BaAts in the glare, or ftems the tepid wave. 
And thanks his gods for all the good they gave; 
Such is the patriot's boaft where'er we roam. 
His firft, bell country, ever is at home ; 
And yet, perhaps, if countries we compare, 
And eftimate the blellings which they Ihare, 
Though patriots flatter, ftill Ihall wifdom find 
An equal portion dealt to all mankind — 
As different good, by Art or Nature given 
To different nations, makes their blelfings eveo. 

Nature, a mother kind alike to all, 
Still g^rants hec bliCs at labour's earneft cal) : 

a4. 
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With food as well the peafant is fupply'd 
On ldra*s cliffs, as Arno*s ihelvy fide ; 
And though the rocky-crefted fummits frown, 
Thefe rocks, by cuftom, turn to beds of dowa* 
From Art, more various are the bleffings fent^* 
Wealth, commerce, honour, liberty, content : 
Yet thefe each other's power fo ftrong conteft. 
That either feems deftrudive of the reft — 
Where wealth and freedom reign, contentment fails 
And honour finks where commerce long prevails: 
Hence every ftate, to one lov*d blefling prone. 
Conforms, and models life to that alone ; 
Each to the fav'ritc happinefs attends. 
And fpurns the plan that aims at other ends, 
Till, carried to excefs in each domain. 
This fav'rite good begets peculiar pain. 

But let us try thefe truths with clofer eyes, 
And trace them through the profped as it liesr 
Here, for a while, my proper cares refign'd. 
Here let me fit in forrow for mankind — 
Like yon neglected (hrub, at random caft. 
That fhadcs the fteep, and fighs at every bla(i» 

Far to the right, where Apennine afcends, 
Bright as the fummer, Italy extends ; 
Its uplands, Hoping, deck the mountain's fide. 
Woods over woods in gay theatric pride 5 
While oft fome temple's mould'ring top between. 
With venerable grandeur marks the fcene. 

Could Nature's bounty fatisfy the breaft, 
The fons of Italy were furely bleft: 
Whatever fruits in different climes were found. 
That proudly rife, or humbly court tiiA grouAd^ 



I 



THE TRAVELLER* 95 

Whatever blooms in torrid trads appear, 
Whofe bright fucceifion decks the varied year; 
Whatever fweets falute the northern iky 
With vernal lives, that bloiTom but to die — 
Thefe, here difporting, own the kindred foil, 
Nor afk luxuriance from the planter's toil ; 
While fea-born gales their gelid wings expand^ 
To winnow fragrance round the fmiling land. 

But fmall the blifs that fenfe alone bellows, 
And fenfual blifs is all the nation knows. 
In florid beauty, groves and fields appear, 
Man feems the only growth that dwindles here : 
Contrailed faults through all his manners reign- 
Though poor, luxurious — ^though fubmiilive, vain— 
Though grave, yet trifling — ^zealous, yet untrue — 
And ev'n in penance planning fins anew. 
All evils here contaminate the mind, 
That opulence, departed, leaves behind ; 
For wealth was their' s—npr far removed the date 
When commerce proudly flourifh'd through the iiate; 
At her command the palace learnt to rife, 
Again the long-fall'n column fought the ikies ; 
The canvafs glow'd, beyond e'en nature warm ; 
The pregnant quarry teem'd with human form-— 
Till, more unfleady than the fouthem gale. 
Commerce on other ihores difplay'd her fail; 
While naught remain'd of all that riches gave» 
But towns unmann'd, and lords without ailave; 
And late the nation found with fruitlefs ikill. 
Its former firength was but plethoric ill. 

Yet, ftill the lofs of wealth is here fupply'd 
By arts> the fplendid wrecks of former pride; 
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From thefc, the feeble heart and long-fairn mind 

An eafy compenfation feem to find. 

Here may be recn, in bloodlefs pomp array'd. 

The paAeboard triumph and the cavalcade ^ 

Procoflions fomi'd for piety and love — 

A miflrefs or a faint in every grove. 

By fports like thefe, are all their cares begtiil'd— 

The fports of children fatisfy the child : 

Each nobler aim, repreft by long controul. 

Now fmks at laft, or feebly mans the foul 5 

While low delights, fuccecding faft behind^ 

In happier meanncfs occupy the mind — 

As in thofe domes, where Caefars once bore fway^ 

Defac'd by time and tottering in decay, 

There, in the ruin, heedlefs of the dead. 

The ftielter-feeking peafant builds his fhed. 

And. wond'ring man could want the larger pile. 

Exults, and owns his cottage with a fmile. 

My foul turn from them; turn we to furvey 
Where rougher climes a nobler race difplay. 
Where the bleak Swifs their ftormy manfions tread. 
And force a churlifh foil for fcanty bread : 
No produd here the barren hills afford 
But man and Heel — ^the foldier and his fword; 
No vernal blooms their torpid rocks array. 
But winter, lingering, chills the lap of May; 
No zephyr fondly fues the mountain's breaft. 
But meteors glare, and iiormy glooms inveft. 

Yet ftill, ev'n here, content can fpread a charn^ 
Kedrefs the clime, and all its rage difarm. 
Though poor the peafant's hut, his feafls though fraall. 
He fees his Uttle lot the lot of all; 
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Sees no contiguous palace rear its head. 
To fliame the meannefs of his humble ihed; 
No coftly lord the fumptuous banquet deal 
To make him loath his vegetable meah 
But calm, and bred in ignorance and toH, 
Each wifti contrading, fits him to the foil, 
Cheerfnl, at morn, he wakes from fliort repofe, 
Breathes the keen air, and carols as he goes:; 
With patient angle trolls the finny deep, 
Or drives his vent'rous ploughfhare to the fieep; 
Or feeks the den, where fnow-tracks mark the way, 
And drags the ftruggling- favage into day : 
At night returning, every labour fped, 
He fits him down, the monarch of a flied, 
Smiles by his cheerful fire, and round furveys 
His children's looks, that brighten at the blaze- 
While ills lov'd partner, boaflful of her hoard, 
Difplays her cleanly platter on the board; 
And haply, too, fome pilgrim thither led, 
Witli many a tale repays the nightly bed. 

Thus every good his native wilds impart. 
Imprints the patriot paffion on his heart ; 
And ev'n thofe ills that round his manfion rife. 
Enhance the blifs his icanty fund fupplies : 
Dear is that ihed to which his foul conforms. 
And dear that hill which lifts him to the ilorms; 
And, as a child, when fearing founds moleii, 
Clings clofe and clofer to the mother's breall. 
So the l9ud torrent, and the whirlwind's roar, 
But bind him to his native mountains more. 

Such are the charms to barren ftates affign'd— 
Their waats^ but few, their wiihe^ all confin'd. 
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Yet let them only Ihare the praifes due— 

If few their wants, their pleafures arc but few j 

For every want that ilimulates tlie bread, 

Becomes a fource of pleafure, when redreft. 

Whence, from fuch lands each pleafing fcience flies 

That firft excites defire, and then fupplies; 

Unknown to them, when fenfual pleafures cloy. 

To fill the languid paufe with finer joy; 

Unknown thofe pow'rs that raife the foul to flame. 

Catch every nerve, and vibrate through the frame: 

Their level life is but a fmould'ring fire, 

Unquerich'd by want, unfann'd by ftrong defire. 

Unfit for raptures, or, if raptures cheer, 

On fome high fefiival of once a -year, 

In wild excefs the vulgar breaft takes fire, 

Till, buried in debauch, the blifs expire. 

But not their joys alone thus coarfely flow— 
Their morals, like their pleafures, are but low; 
For, as refinement flops, from fire to fon. 
Unaltered, unimprov'd, the manners run. 
And love's and friendfliip's finely pointed dart 
Fall blunted from each indurated heart: 
Some flerner virtues o'er the mountain's breaft 
May fit, like falcons cow' ring on the neftj 
But all the gentler morals, fuch as play 
Through life's more cultur'd walks, and charm the way^ 
Thefe, far difpers'd, on timorous pinions fly. 
To fport and flutter in a kinder iky. 

Ta kinder .fliies, where gentler manners reign, 
I turn — and France difplays her bright domain : 
Gay,, fprightly land of mirth and focial eafe, 
Pleas'd with thyfdfy wJioia all the world can pleafe. 
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How often have I led thy fportive choir. 

With tunelefs pipe, beiide the munnuring Loire? 

Where ihadingelms along the margin grew. 

And, frefhen*d from the wave, the zephyr flew; 

And haply, though my harih touch, falt'ring fltU, 

But mock'd all tune, and marr'd the dancer's ikill. 

Yet would the village praife my wond'rous pow*r, 

And dance, forgetful of the noon- tide hour: 

Alike all ages — Dames of ancient days 

Have led their children through the mirthful maze, 

And the gay grandfire, fkill'd in geftic lore, 

Has friflt'd beneath the burthen of fourfcore. 

So bleil a life thefe thoughtlefs realms difplay-^ 
Thus idly bufy rolls their world away ; 
Their's are thofe arts that mind to mind endear, 
For honour forms the focial temper here— 
Honour, that praife which real merit gains, 
Or ev*n imaginary worth obtains, 
Here pafles current— paid from hand to hand. 
It ftiifts in fplendid traffic round the land; 
From courts, to camps, to cottages it ftrays. 
And all are taught an avarice of praife ; 
They pleafe, are pleas* d — they give, to get eileem. 
Till, feeming bleft, they grow to what they feem. 

But while this fofter art their blifs fupplies, 
It gives their follies alfo room to rife. 
For praife too dearly lov'd or warmly fough^ 
Enfeebles all internal flrength of thought) 
And the weak foul, within itfelf unbleft. 
Leans, for all pleafure, on another's breafi ; 
Hence oftentation here, with tawdry art. 
Pants for the vulgar praife which fools impart; 
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llfff* vonlty oiTumet her pert grimace, 
AimI trlinii licr robei of frieie with copper 
llrrr hrggur pride defrauds her daily cheer. 
To boa A one* fplcndid banquet once a-year— 
rtio tnliul Aill turns where (hifting faihioa draws» 
Nor wt'ighs the folid worth of felf-applaufe. 

Tu iiirii of other minds my fancy flies, 
FinilHifonrd in the deep, where Holland lies* 
MiMhlnkH hrr patient fons before me iland, 
VViirri* the broad ocean leans againft the iand^ 
And, frdulouB to ftop the coming tide, 
\M\ thi* tttll ranv)>irt*'s artificial pride : 
(inward, mrlhlnkH, and diligently flow, 
'l\w firm ronnr^lcd bulwark feems to grow; 
NprriuU itit long arms amidft the watery roac, 
HcoopH out an empire, andufurps the fliore: 
"While the pent ocean, rifing o'er the pile, 
Si*(*ii an amphibious world beneath him fmile — 
The flow canal, the yellow-bloflbm*d vale, 
The wiUow-tufted bank, the gliding fail, 
The crowded mart, the cultivated plain — 
A new creation refcued from his reign. 

ThuM, while around the wave-fubje6ted foil 
Impels the native to repeated toil, 
Induflrious habits in each bofom reign, 
And induflry begets a love of gain. 
Hence, all the good from opulence that fpring^ 
With all thofe ills fuperfluous treafure brings. 
Arc here difplay'd. Their much lov'd wealth imparl 
Convenience, plenty, elegance, and arts; 
But view them clofer, craft and fraud appear, 
£v'n liberty itfelf is bartered here I 
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At gold's fupenor charms all freedom flies— 
The needy fell it, and the rich man buys; 
A land of tyrants, and a den of flaves, 
Here wretches feek diihonourable graves, 
And calmly bent, to fervHude conform, 
Dull as their lakes that ilumber in the fiorm. 

Heavens! how unlike their Belgic fires of old? 
Rough, poor, content, ungovernably bold ; 
War in each breaft, and freedom on each brow- 
How much unlike the fons of Britain now ! 

Fir'd at the found, my genius fpreads her wingy 
And flies where Britain courts the weftern fpring; 
Where lawns extend that fcorn Arcadian pride. 
And brighter flreams than fam'd Hydafpis glide. 
There all around the gentleft breezes ftray. 
There gentle mufic melts on every fprayj 
Creation's mildeft charms are there combin'd. 
Extremes are only in the matter's mind : 
Stern o'er each bofom reafon holds her ftate, 
With daring aims irregularly great ; 
Pride in their port, defiance in their eye, 
I fee the lords of human kind pafs by. 
Intent on high defigns, a thoughtful band. 
By forms un&fliion'd, frefli from Nature's hand; 
Fierce in their native hardinefs of foul. 
True to imagin'd right, above controul— 
While ev'n the peafant boafts thefe rights to fcan, 
And learns to venerate himfelf as man. 

Thine, Freedom, thine the bleflings pidur'd here. 
Thine are thofe charms that dazzle and endear: 
Too bleft, .indeed, were fuch without alloy. 
But, fofler'd ev'n by freedom, ills annoy— 
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'I liMl liiiliitH«iii1rii('fi Uriloni prize too high, 

Iffi |i« ifiiiM liiMii mtiiii ttiul breaks the focial ticj^ 

'I III- fi II ill )ii<iii|i*iil inrillingii (land alone. 

All I IhMhi lliiit liliitl itiul rwi*ctci> life, unknown: 

Hi If', Im Hh> liHiiiU ornutun* feebly held^ 

MiMiU I MMitiiil iiitiiilNi i-rp%'llinK ^^^ repell'dj 

I'l Hiiiiilt riilii'i liitiitiiouM fuf^rums roar, 

|h |iM !•• il iHiilitlliiii liiii^^li'M round her ihore— 

I III, 11. 1 1 m 1111)1 III I llir i^nu'rul fyftcm feels 

ll'« ttiHtiHiiH I1m|i, III )ihi*riuy fin? the wheels. 

Mmi llt|.tllii> MMilli Am Niitur(**s ties decay, 
^'•ihtlti Ihu>, iiiitl liummr. fail to fway, 
I I' lt(li(ti4 IihimU lltr ImiikIn of wealth and law— 
iilill |(>iiliit lli»ii)illi, iiiul Ittrce unwilling awe. 
Ill Ml I-, 'ill iiliitlliiiii I* liiiwN to Ihefe alone» 
'I ltd I'lli tti lliiliii unil merit weeps unknown; 
I III llMM. HUM Mime, wheui llript of all her charms, 
I III- ImmiI hi It ltiiliii«« luul the mirfo of arms, 
\y lihM- iih|i|i> Ileum (iMiilmll the patriot flame, 
\\ l(iii> lrtii|i>i hiiM* tnll'il, und poets wrote for fame. 
Hid- Unit III lovel iivaiiie llmll lie, 
Ami II liiiliU'i, liihlleiM, kiii^M, unhonour'd die! 

\il ililiili mit, tliUN when freedom's ills I iiate, 
I (HMiii III lliiHei kiii^N, (ireourt the great; 
\ I- )iitw'iq III titiili, that bid my foul afpire, . 
I'll! Iinm my Iml'iim ditve (he low defirel 
Ami iliiMi, tail I'l'eeilom, taught alike to feel 
'I lip imIiIiIp'h I age and tyrant's angry fleel; 
'lltiiu liaiilltiiry How'r, uliku undone 
hy pi'ihid eonleiiipt, or favour's fofiering fun, 
Ntill tiuxy thy blooms the changeful clime endure, 
1 only wutsid rcgrcfi thm^-to fecure; 
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For jufl experience tells in every foil, 
That thofe who think mull govern thofe that toil, 
And all that freedom's higheft aims can reach, 
Is but to lay proportion'd loads on each ; 
Hence, fhould one order difproportion'd grow, • 
Its double weight mufi ruin all below. 

O then, how blind to ^11 that truth requires, 
"Who think it freedom when a part afpires! 
Calm is my foul, nor apt to rife in arms. 
Except when faft approaching danger warms; 
But when contending chiefs blockade the throne, 
Contracting regal power to ftretch their own ; 
When I behold a fadious band agree 
To call it freedom when themfelves are free ; 
Each wanton judge new penal Aatutes draw. 
Laws grind the poor, and rich men rule the law; 
The wealth of climes, where favage nations roam, 
Pillag'd from flaves to purchafe (laves at home — 
Fear, pity, juftice, indignation ftart. 
Tear off referve, and bare my fwelling heart; 
Till half a patriot, half a coward grown, 
I fly from petty tyrants to the throne. 

Yes, brother, curfe with me that baleful hour. 
When (irfl ambition iiruck at regal power; 
And, thus polluting honour in its fource, 
Gave wealth to fway the mind with double force. 
Have we not feen, round Britain's peopled ihore. 
Her ufeful fons exchanged for ufelefs ore ! 
Seen all her triumphs but deftrudion hafte, 
Like flaring tapers brightening as they wafte; 
Seen opulence, her grandeur to maintain. 
Lead ilern depopulation in her train, 

c 
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Aui\t ovfr ftrhU where fcatter'd hamlets rofe^ 
Iff Imrmi folittiry pomp repofe! 
f Uvi* wi- not fiM-n, at plcafure's lordly call, 
'Mir rttiilin)( loiif(- frequented village fall * 
I)iIm-|(| Dm* (liih'oiiH fon, the fire decay 'd, 
'l\u' iiioiIrO matron, and the blu(hing maid, 
l''(fi( M Ironi th«'ir liornen — a melancholy train*- 
'I o liiivrrf*' rjlmi.'fi beyond the weftem main, 
Wlirir wild Ofwc^o fprcadfl her fwamps around, 
An«l Niii^arn flunn with thiindVing found! 

I')v'm now, prrhnpsy as there fome pilgrim ilrays 
Thro' (liMKh'd foreflH, and thro' dang'rous ways, 
Whne hruON with man divided empire claim. 
And the brown Indian marks with murd'rous aim; 
Thrre, whih* above the giddy tempefi flies. 
And hII uround diftrcfsful yells arife, 
The penHve exile, bending with his woe, 
To Hop too fearful, and too faint to go, 
('adn a fonil h)ok wliere England's glories (hine, 
A lift bitU \)\H bofoin fyinpathizc with mine! 

Vain, very vain, my weary fearch to find 
That blifn whirli only centers in the mind: 
Why have I flray'd from pleafure and repofe, 
Til feek a good each government bedows ? 
In every government, though terrors reign, 
'i'hoiigh tyrant kings, or tyrant laws reftrain, 
I low finnll of all that human hearts endure, 
'i*hat part which laws or kings can caufe or curel 
Still to ourfelvcs, in every place confign'd, 
Our own felicity we make or find; 
With focret courfe, which no loud (lorms annoy, 
(f lides the fmooth current of domefiic joy : 
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llie lifted axe, tbe ^onizing wheel, 
Luke's iron crown, and Damien's bed of fieel, 
To men remote from pow'r but rarely known, 
Xeave reafon, faith, and conlctence, all <nir own. 
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DESERTED VILLAGE. 

A POEM. 




TO 

SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS. 

DEAR SIRy 

1 CAN have no expeQations in an addrejs of this hind, either to add 
to your reputation, or to eftahli/h my own. You can gain nothing 
from my admiration, as I am ignorant of that Art in which you aro 
faid to excel; and I may loje much by the feverity of your judjgment^ 
as Jew have a jufler tafte in Poetry than you. Setting iniereft there-^ 
fore ajide, to which 1 never paid much attention, I mujl be indulged 
at prefent in following my affeSlions. The only Dedication I ever 
made, was to my brother, becaufe I hoed him better than moft other 
men. He is fnce dead — Permit me to infcribe this Poem to you. 

How far you may be pleafed with the verification and mere me-m 
chanical parts if this attempt, I do not pretend to enquire; but I hnoto 
you will objeS (and indeed feveral of our beft and wijefl friends 
concur in the opinion J that the depopulation it deplores is no where to 
be feen, and the diforders it laments are only to be found in the Poet's 
own imagination. To this I can fcarce mahe any other anfwer than 
that Ifncerely believe what I have written ; that I have tahen all 
pofible pains, in my country excurfons, for thefe four or five years 
pafi, to be certain of what J aUedge, and that all my views and en- 
quiries have led me to believe thofe miferies real, which I here attempt 
to dijplay. But this is not the place to enter into an enquiry whether 
the country be depopulating or not: the difcujfian would take up rnxuck 
room, and I Jhould prove myfelf, at bejl, an indifferent politician, to 
tire the reader with a long preface, when I want his unjatigued 
attention to a long Poem, 

In regretting the depopulation of the country, I inveigh againjl the 

increafe of our luxuries; and here alfo I expe& thejhout of modern 

politicians againfi me. For twenty or thirty years paft, it has been tho 

fa/hion to fonfider luxury as one of the great national advantages; and 
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«// ikt wi/Jem tf tmt\qu\ty in that particular, MS errmumu. SU^ 
k$to9\tt I / muft remain a profejfci ancient on that kead^ and cmUinu 
ta thnk ikofe luxuries prejudicial to fiates^ hy wkkk fi taamy vku 
afe inttodnceJf and fo many kingdoms have keen tndcae, ladeedy Jo 
mwk kui keen poured out of late on the other fide of the quefiiam^ that^ 
meiely ftt the fake of nenelty and variety, one wmddfimttimu vifk 
U kt in the tight. 

J am, dear Sir, 

Your Jincere friend, and ardent admirer^ 

OLIVER GOLDSMITH. 



THE 

DESERTED VILLAGE. 



£The Author writes this Poem in the charadber of a native of a countiy 
village, to which he gives the name of AUBURN — He proceeds to 
contrail the innocence and happlnefs <^ a fimple and natural ftate, with 
the tniferies and vices that have been introduced by poliflied lif«— The 
beautiful defcription of the Pariih Prieft, was probably intended for a 
pi^hire of his brother Henry, to whom he dedicates The TRAVELLER. 
>-The reft of the Poem confifts of the charader of the Village School- 
mafter ; a defcription of the Village Alehouie ; a defcant on the mifchiefs 
of Luxury and Wealth ; the variety of Artificial Pleafures; and the 
miferies of thofe who, for want of employment at home, are driven to 
fettle new colonies abroad.] 



Sweet Auburn, lovelieft village of the plain. 

Where health and plenty cheer*d the labouring fwain; 

Where fmiling fpring its earliefi vifit paid. 

And parting fummer's ling'ring blooms delayed: 

Dear lovely bowers of innocence and eafe, 

Seats of my youth, when every fport could pleafe. 

How often have I loiter*d o'er thy green, 

Where humble happinefs endear'd each fcene : 

How often have I paus'd on every charm— 

The ihelter'd cot, the cultivated farmi 
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The never-failing brook, tlie bufy mill. 
The decent church that topt the neighbouring hill» 
The hawthorn bufh, with feats beneath the (hzdit. 
For talking age and whifp'ring loven made- 
How often have I bled the coming day. 
When toil remitting lent its turn to play. 
And all the villuge train, from labour free. 
Led up their fports beneath the fpreading tree; 
While many a paftime circled in the (hade. 
The young contending as the old furvey*d; 
And many a gambol frolick'd o'er the ground. 
And fleights of art, and feats of (Irength went romid; 
And flill as each repeated pleafure tir'd. 
Succeeding fports the mirthful band infpir'd; 
The dancing pair that (imply fought renown 
By holding out to tire each other down; 
The fwain miftruftlefs of his fmutted face. 
While fecret laughter titter'd round the place; 
The baftiful virgin's fide-long looks of love. 
The matron's glance that would thofe looks reprove— 
Thefe were thy charms, fweet village ; fports like thefe. 
With fweet fucceflSon, taught ev'n toil to pleafe; 
Thefe round thy bow'rs their cheerful influence flied, 
Thefe were thy charms— but all thefe charms are fled. 

Sweet fmiling village, lovelieft of the lawn. 
Thy fports are fled, and all thy charms withdrawn; 
Amidft thy bowers the tyrant's hand is feen, 
And defolation faddens all thy green; 
One only mailer grafps the whole domain. 
And half a tillage flints thy fmiling plain; 
No more thy glafly brook refleds the day. 
But, choak'd with fedges, works its weedy way; 
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Along thy glades, a folitary gueft, 
The hollow-founding bittern guards its nefl; 
Amidil thy defert walks the lapwing flies. 
And tires their echoes with unvaried cries; 
Sunk are thy bowers in ihapelefs ruin all, 
And the long grafs o'ertops the mouldering wall; 
And, trembling, fhrinking from the fpoiler's hand, 
Far, far away thy children leave the land ! 
Ill fares the land, to haft'uing ills a prey. 
Where wealth accumulates, and men decay : 
Princes and lords may flouriih, or may fade — 
A breath can make them, as a breath has made; 
But a bold peafantry, their country's pride. 
When once deftroy'd, can never be fupply'd. 

A time there was, ere England's griefs began. 
When every rood of ground maintaiu'd its man; 
For him light labour fpread her wholefome flore, 
Juft gave what life requir'd, but gave no more— 
His bed companions, innocence and health. 
And his bed riches. Ignorance of wealth. 

But times are alter' d — trade's unfeeling train 
Ufurp the land, and difpoffefs the fwain; 
Along the lawn, where fcatter'd hamlets rofe. 
Unwieldy wealth and cumb'rous pomp repofe— 
And every want to luxury ally'd. 
And every pang that folly pays to pride. 
Thefe gentle hours that plenty bade to bloomj 
Thofe calm defires that a(k'd but little room, 
Thofe healthful fports that grac'd the peaceful fcene, 
Liv'd in each look, and brighten'd all the green—- 
Thefe, far departing, feek a kinder fhore. 
And rural mirth and mannert are no more! 
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Sweet Auburn ! parent of the blifsful hour, 
Thy glades forlorn confefs the tyrant's pow'r: 
Here, as I take my folitary rounds, 
Amidil thy tangling walks, and ruin'd grounds; 
And, many a year elaps'd, return to view 
Where once the cottage flood, the hawthorn grew. 
Remembrance wakes with all her bufy train, 
Swells at my bread, and turns the pail to pain \ 

In all my wanderings round this world of care, 
In all my griefs — and God has giv'n my fhare— 
I dill had hopes my lateft hours to crown, 
Amidil thefe humble bowers to lay me down ; 
To huiband out life's taper at the clofe, 
And keep the flame from wailing by repofe : 
I ilill had hopes, for pride attends us Aill, 
Amidil the fwains to fhew my book-learn'd fkill, 
Around my fire an evening group to draw, 
And tell of all I felt, and all I faw; 
And, as an hare whom hounds and horns purfue, 
Pants to the place from whence at iirfl he flew, 
I ilill had hopes, my long vexations pail, 
Here to return — and die at home at lail. 

O bleil retirement, friend to life's decline, 
Retreats from care, that never muil be mine, 
How bleil is he who crowns, in ihades like thefe, 
A youth of labour with an age of eafe ; 
Who quits a world where ilrong temptations try. 
And, iince 'tis hard to combat, learns to fly ! 
For him no wretches, bom to work and weep, 
Explore the mine, or tempt the dang'rous deep; 
No furly porter flands in guilty ilate. 
To fpurn implorbg famine from the gate; 
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But on he ipoves to meet his latter end, 
Angels around befriending virtue's friend; 
Sinks to the grave ivith unperceiv'd decay, 
While refignation gently flopes the way ; 
And all his profpeds brightening to the lad, 
His heaven commences ere the world be pad ! 

Sweet was the found, when oft at ev'ning*s clofe^ 
Up yonder hill the village murmur rofe; 
There, as I pafs'd with carelefs ileps and flow. 
The mingling notes came foften*d from below; 
The Twain refponfive as the milk-maid fung, 
The fober herd that low'd to meet their young; 
The noify geefe that gabbled o'er the pool, 
The playful children juft let loofe from fchool; 
The watch-dog's voice that bay'd the whifp'ring wind, 
And the loud laugh that fpoke the vacant mind — 
Thefe all in fweet confufion fought the fhade. 
And £ird each paufe the. niglitin gale had made. 
But now the founds of population fail — 
No cheerful murmurs fluctuate in the gale — 
No bufy ileps the grafs-grown foot-way tread. 
But all the bloomy flufli of life is fled ; 
All but yon widow'd, folitary thing, 
That feebly bends befide the plafliy fpring; 
She, wretched matron, forc'd, in age, for bread, 
To flrip the brook with mantling crefles fpread. 
To pick her wintry faggot from the thorn, 
To feek her nightly ftied, and weep till morn; 
She only left of all the harmlefs train. 
The fad hiflorian of the penflve plain. 

Near yonder copfe, where once the garden fmil'd, 
And fiill where many a garden-flower grows wild-* 
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There, where a few torn fhrubs the place difclofe. 
The village preacher's modeft manfion rofe : 
A man he was to all the country dear, 
And paifing rich with forty pounds a-year; 
Remote from towns he ran his godly race, 
Nor e*er had chang'd, nor wiih'd to change his place : 
Unikilful he to fawn, or feek for power, 
By do6lrines fafhion'd to the varying hour; 
Far other aims his heart had leam'd to prize. 
More bent to raife the wretched than to rife — 
His houfe was known to all the vagrant train. 
He chid their wand'rings, but reliev'd their pain; 
The long remember'd beggar was his guefl, 
Whofe beard defcending fwept his aged breafl; 
The ruin'd fpendthrift, now no longer proud, 
Claim'd kindred there, and had his claims allow'd; 
The broken foldier, kindly bade to iiay, 
Sate by his fire, and talk'd the night away- 
Wept 6*er his wounds, or, tales of forrows done, 
Shouldered his crutch, and fliew'd how fields were won. 
Pleas'd with his gueib, the good man learnt to glow, 
And quite forgot their vices in their woe ; 
Carelefs their merits or their faults to fcan, 
His pity gave ere charity began. 

Thus to relieve the wretched was his pride, 
And ev'n his failings lean'd to virtue's fide; 
But in his duty prompt at every call. 
He watch'd and wept, he pray'd and felt, for all— 
And, as a bird each fond endearment tries 
To tempt its new-fiedg^d offspring to the fkies, 
He try'd each art, reprov'd each dull delay, 
Allur'd to brighter worlds, and led the way. 
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Befide the bed where parting life was laid, 
And forrow, guilt, and pain, by turns difmayM, 
The reverend champion ftood : At his controul, 
Defpair and anguifh fled the iiruggling foul ; 
Comfort came down, the trembling wretch to raife, 
And his laft fault'ring accents whifper'd praife. 

At church, with meek and unaffected grace. 
His looks adorn'd the venerable place; 
Truth from his lips prevailed with double fway, 
And fools, who came to feoff, remained to pray: 
:The fervice paft, around the pious man. 
With ready zeal each honed ruftic ran; 
Even children followed, with endearing wile, 
And pluck'd his gown, to (hare the good man's fmile; 
His ready fmile a parent's warmth expreft. 
Their welfare pleas'd him, and their cares diftreft; 
To them his heart, his love, his griefs were given. 
But all his ferious thoughts had reil in heaven — 
As fome tall cliff that lifts its awful form, 
Swells from the vale, and midway leaves the florm» 
Tho' round its breaft the rolling clouds are fpread, 
Eternal funfliine fettles on its head. 

Befides yon fb*aggling fence that ikirts the way, 
With bloffom'd furze unprofitably gay, 
There, in' his noify manfion, fkill'd to rule, 
The village mafier taught his little fchool : 
A man fevere he was, and Hern to view — 
I knew him well, and every truant knew ; 
Well had the boding tremblers learn'd to trace 
The day's difafters in his morning face ; 
Pull well they laugh'd, with counterfeited glee, 
At all his jokes— for toany a joke had he; . 




\ 
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Full well the bufy whifper, circling round, 
Convey'd the difmal tidings when he frown'd; 
Yet he was kind, or, if fevere in aught, 
The love he bore to learning was in fault; 
The village all declar'd how much he knew — 
'Twas certain he could write, and cypher too; 
Lands he could meafure, terms and tides prefage,. 
And even the ftory ran that he could guage ; 
In arguing too, the parlbn own'd his fkill. 
For even tho' vanquiih'd, he could argue ftiU; 
While words of learned length and thundering found, 
Aniaz'd the gazing rudics rang'd around ; 
And flill they gaz'd, and flill the wonder grew». 
That one fmall head could carry all he knew* 
But pafl is all his fame : The very fpot 
Where many a time he triumph'd, is forgot! 

Near yonder thorn, that lifts its head on high, 
Where once the fign-poft caught the paflSng eye. 
Low lies that houfe where nut-brown draughts infpir'd,. 
Where grey-beard mirth and fmiling toil retired ; 
Where village ftatefmen talk'd with looks profound. 
And news much older than their ale went round.. 
Imagination fondly Hoops to trace 
The parlour fplendors of that feliive place; 
The white-wafli'd wall, the nicely fanded floor, 
The varnifti'd clock that click'd behind the door; 
The cheft, contrived a double debt to pay, 
A bed by night, a cheft of drawers by day; 
The pidures plac'd for ornament and ufe. 
The Twelve Good Rules, the Royal Game of Goofe; 
The hearth, except when winter chiird the day. 
With afpin^ boughs, and flow'rs, and fennel gay j 
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While broken tea-cups, wifely kept for fhow, 
Rang'd o'er the chimney, glifteo'd in a row. 

Vain tranfitory fplendors ! could not all 
Reprieve the tott'ring manfion from its fall ! 
Obfcure it finks, nor Ihall it more impart 
An hour's* importance to the poor man's heart: 
Thither no more the peafant ihall repair, 
To fweet oblivion of his daily care ; 
No more the farmer's news, the barber's tale. 
No more the woodman's ballad ihall prevail ; 
No more the fmith his duiky brow ihall clear. 
Relax his pond'rous iirength, and lean to hear; 
The hoit himfelf no longer (hall be found 
Careful to fee the mantling blifs go round ; 
Nor the coy maid, half willing to be preil. 
Shall kifs the cup, to pafs it to the reii. 

Yes ! let the rich deride, the proud difdaift 
Thefe fimple bleffings of the lowly train — 
To me more dear, congenial to my heart. 
One native charm, than all the glofs of art; 
Spontaneous joys, where nature has its play, 
The foul adopts, and owns their firil-born fway ; 
Lightly they frolic o'er the vacant mind, 
Unenvy'd, unmolefied, unconfin'd. 
But the long pomp, the midnight mafquerade, 
With all the freaks of wanton wealth array 'd— 
In thefe, ere triflers half their wiih obtain, 
The toiling pleafure fickens into pain; 
And, even while faihion's brighteil arts dewff 
The heart, diilruiling, aiks if this be joy. 

Ye friends to truth — ye ilatefmen who furvey 
The rich man's joys increafe, the poor's decay— 

o 




a* 
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'Tis yours to judge, how wide the Ihnitt Gamd 
Between a fplendid and an happy land. 
Proud fwells the tide with loads of freighted ore. 
And ihouting folly hails them from her fhore ; 
Hoards, even beyond the mifer's wi(h, abound. 
And rich men flock from all the world around. 
Yet count our gains — this wealth is but a name 
That leaves our ufefiil produ^ flill the fame : 
* Not fo the lofs — the man of wealth and pride 
Takes up a fpace that many poor fupply'd; 
Space for his lake, his park's extended bounds» 
Space for his horfes, equipage, and hounds ; 
The robe that wraps his limbs in filken iloth 
Has robb'd the neighboring fields of half their growth 
His feat, where folitary fports are feen. 
Indignant fpurns the eottage from the green : 
Around the world each needful produ<^ flies, 
For all the luxuries the world fupplies ; 
While thus the land, adorn'd for pleafure all. 
In barren fplendor feebly waits the fall. 

As fome fair female, iiiiadom*d and plain. 
Secure to pleafe while youth confirms her reign, 
Slights every borrow'd charm that drefs fupplies, 
Nor ihares with art the triumph of her eyes; 
But when thofe charms are pad, for charms are frai^ 
When time advances, and when lovers fail. 
She then (hines forth, folicitous to blefs, 
In all the glaring impotence of drefs. 
Thus fares the land, by luxury betray'd. 
In nature's fimpleft charms at flrft array 'd^ 
But verging to decline, its fplendors rife, 
Its viflas (trike, Us palaces furprife;^ 
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While, fcourg*d by famine from the fmiling land. 
The mournful peafant leads his humble band ; 
And while he finks, without one arm to fave» 
The country blooms — a garden and a grave. 

Where then, ah ! where ihall poverty reiide, 
To 'fcape the preflure of contiguous pride ? 
If to fome common's fencelefs limits flray'd. 
He drives his flock to pick the fcanty blade, 
Thofe fencelefs fields the fons of wealth divide. 
And even the bare- worn common is deny'd. 

If to the city fped — what waits him there ? 
To fee profufion that he mud not ihare ; 
To fee ten thoufand baneful arts combined 
To pamper luxury, and thin mankind ; 
To fee each joy the fons of pleafure know, 
Extorted from his fellow- creatures' woe; 
Here, while the courtier glitters in brocade, 
There the pale artift plies the fickly trade; 
Here, while the proud their long-drawn pomps difplay^ 
There the black gibbet glooms befide the way : 
Tlie dome where pleafure holds her midnight reign, 
Here, richly deckt, admits the gorgeous train ; 
Tumultuous grandeur crowds the blazing fquare. 
The rattling chariots cla(h, the torches glare. 
Sure fcenes like thefe no troubles e'er annoy ! 
Sure thefe denote one univerfal joy ! 
Are thefe thy ferious thoughts? — ^Ah, turn thine eyes 
Where the poor houielefs ihiv'ring female lies! 
She once, perhaps, in village plenty bleil. 
Has wept at tales of innocence diflreft; 
Her modeft looks the cottage might adorn. 
Sweet as the primrofe peeps beneath the thorn : 
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Now loft to all— her friends, her virtue fled, 

Near her betrayer's door ihe lays her head, 

And, pinch'd with cold, and fhrinking from the fliow'r, 

With heavy heart deplores that lucklefs hour, 

When idly firft, ambitious of the town. 

She left her wheel and robes of country brown. 

Do thine, fweet Auburn — thine, the lovelieft train, 
Do thy fair tribes participate her pain? 
Even now, perhaps, by cold and hunger led. 
At proud men's doors they aik a little bread ! 

Ah ! no. To diflant climes, a dreary fcene. 
Where half the convex world intrudes between— 
Thro' torrid trads with fainting fieps they go. 
Where wild Altama murmurs to their woe. 
Far different there from all that charm'd before. 
The various terrors of that horrid ihore; * 

Thofe blazing funs that dart a downward ray. 
And fiercely fhed intolerable day; 
Thofe matted woods where birds forget to fing. 
But filent bats in drowfy clufters cling; 
Thofe pois'nous fields, with rank luxuriance crown'd, 
Where the dark fcorpion gathers death around ; 
Where, at each ftep, the ftranger fears to wake 
The rattling terrors of the vengeful fnakc ! 
Where crouching tigers wait their haplefs prey, 
And favage men, more murderous ftill than they; 
While oft in whirls the mad tornado flies, 
Mingling the ravaged landfcape with the flcies : 
Far different thefe from every former fcene — 
The cooling brook, the gralfy vetted green. 
The breezy covert of the warbling grove, 
That only flielter'il thefts of harmless love. 
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Good heav'n f what forrows gloom'd that parting day 
That caird them from their native walks away; 
When the poor exiles, every pleafure pad, 
Hung round the bow'rs, and fondly look'd their laft. 
And took a long farewell, and wifh*d, in vain, 
For feats like thefe beyond the weilern main ; 
And, fhudd'ring dill to face the diflant deep, 
Return'd and wept, and flill returned to weep f 
The good old fire, the firft prepared to go 
To new-found worlds, and wept for others* woe i 
But for himfelf, in confcious virtue brave, 
He only wifh'd for worlds beyond the grave: 
His lovely daughter, lovelier in her tears, 
The fond companion of his helplefs years. 
Silent went next, negledful of her charms, 
And left a lover's for her father's arms : 
With louder plaints the mother fpoke her woes. 
And bleft the cot where every pleafure rofe ; 
And kifs'd her thoughtlefs babes with many a tear. 
And clafp'd them clofe, in forrow doubly dear ; 
Whilft her fond hufband ftrove to lend relief 
In all the filent manlinefs of grief. 

O luxury! thou curft by heaven's decree. 
How ill exchang'd are things like thefe for thee f 
How do thy potions, with infidious joy, 
Diffufe their pleafures only to deftroy ! 
Kingdoms by thee, to fickly greatnefs grown, 
Boail of a florid vigour not their own ; 
At every draught more large and large they grow, 
A bloated mafs of rank unwieldy woe ; 
Till, fapp'd their ilrength, and every part unfound, 
Down, down they fink, and fpread a ruin round. 




^ 
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Even now the devaflatioa is began, 
And half the bufinefs of deftrudion done; 
Even now, methinks, as pondering here I iland, 
I fee the rural virtues leave the land; 
Down where yon anchoring veflel fpreads the fail 
That idly waiting flaps with every gale — 
Downward they move, a melancholy band, 
Pafs from the fhore, and darken all the firand ; 
Contented toil, and hofpitable care, 
And kind connubial tendernefs, are there ; 
And piety, with wiflies plac'd above. 
And iieady loyalty, and faithful love. 

And thou, fweet Poetry, thou lovelieft maid. 
Still firft to fly where fenfual joys invade ; 
Unfit, in thefe degenerate times of fhame. 
To catch the heart, or ftrike for honeft fame ; 
Dear, charming nymph, neglected and decry 'd, 
My ihame in crowds, my folitary pride; 
Thou fource of all my blifs, and all my woe. 
That found'ft me poor at firft, and keep'ft me fo; 
Thou guide by which the nobler arts excel, 
Thou nurfe of every virtue — fare thee well ! — 
Farewell! and, oh, where'er thy voice be try*d, 
On Torno's cliffs, or Pambamarca's fide ; 
Whether where equinoAial fervors glow. 
Or winter wraps the polar World in fnow — 
Still let thy voice, prevailing over time, 
Redrefs the rigours of th' inclement clime ; 
Aid flighted truth; with thy perfuafive ftrain. 
Teach erring man to fpurn the rage of gain ; 
Teach him that ilates, of native flrength poffeft, 
Though very poor, may Hill be very bleft; 
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That trade's proud empire haflea to fwift decay, 
As ocean fweeps the labour'd mole away; 
While felf- dependent power can time defy, 
Aa roclu refill the billows and the flcy. 




" To ftfk her nlgTirly Ibcd, and 

" Tilt fad lufbrUn pf ibe peaQvc pblD,*> 



( 57 ) 



THE HERMIT; 

OR, 

EDWIN AND ANGELINA. 

A BALLAD. 

Turn, gentle Hermit of the dale, 
" And guide my lonely way, 
*' To where yon taper cheers the vale 
" With hofpi table ray; 

" For here forlorn and loft I tread, 
" With fainting fteps and flow, 

" Where wilds, immeafurably fpread, 
" Seem length'ning as I go." 

" Forbear, my fon," the Hermit cries, 
" To tempt the dang'rous gloom ; 

" For yonder phantom only tiiea 
" To lure thee to thy doom. 

** Here, to the houfelefs child of want, 

** My door is open ft ill; 
'* And though my portion is but fcant, 

". I give it with good will. 

** Then turn to-night, and freely fliare 
" Whate'er my cell beftows — 

** My ruftiy couch and frugal fare> 
" My bleffing and repofe. 
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" No flocks that range the valley free 

" To flaughter I condemn — 
« Taught by that Power that pities me, 

" I learn to pity them:. 

<< But from the mountain's gra% fide 

" A guiltlefs feaft I bring — 
" A fcrip with herbs and fruits fupply'd, 

*' And water from .the fpring. 

" Then, Pilgrim, turn — ^thy cares forego— 
" All earth-born cares are wrong — 

" Man wants but little here below, 
" Nor wants that little long/* 

Soft as the dew fix)m heaven defcends. 

His gentle accents fell : 
The grateful ilranger lowly bends, 

And follows to the cell. 

Far ihelter'd in a glade obfcure 

The modeft maniion lay — 
A refuge to the neighb'ring poor 

And ftrangers led aflray. 

No (lores beneath its humble thatch 

Required a mailer's care — 
The wicket opening with a latch, 

Receiv'd the harmlefs pair. 

And now, when bufy crowds retire 

To take their ev'ning reft, 
The Hermit trimm'd his Iktie fife, 

And cheer'd his penfive guefi; 



^ 
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And fpread his vegetable (bre. 

And gaily preft and fniirdt 
And, fkiird in legendary lore. 

The ling*ring hours beguil'd. 

Around, in fympathetic mirth. 

Its tricks the kitten tries ; 
The cricket chirrups in the hearth ; 

The crackling faggot flies. 

But nothing could a charm impart 

To foothe the ftranger's woe ; 
For grief was heavy at his heart, 
, And tears began to flow. 

His rifing cares the Hermit fpy'd, 
With anfwering care opprefl: 

* And whence, unhappy ywith,*' he cry'd, 
** The forrows of thy breafl ? 

« From better habitation fpurn'd, 
" Reluctant doft thou rove ? 

* Or grieve for friendlhip unreturn'd, 
Or unregarded love? 



« 



Alas ! the joys that fortune brings 
" Are trifling, and decay! 
And thofe who prize the pakry things, 
" More trifling ftill than they. 

And what is friendfhip but a name— 
" A charm that lulls to fleep— 
< A fliade that follows wealth or fame, 
" And leaves the wretch lo weep ? 
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*' And love is ilill an emptier found — 

** The modern fkir-bne's jeft; 
*♦ On earth unfeen, or only found 

" To warm the turtle's nefl. 

" For (hame, fond youth — ^thy forrows huih, 
" And fpurn the fex," he faid; 

But while he fpoke, a riiing bluih 
His love-lorn gueft betray'd. 

Surpris'd he fees new beauties rifcy 

Swift mantling to the view- 
Like colours o'er the morning fliies,. 

As bright, as tranfient too. 

The bafliful look, the rifing breaft. 

Alternate fpread alarms-^ 
The lovely ftranger fiands confeft 

A maid in all her charms 1^ 

" And, ah ! forgive a ftranger rude-, 
" A wretch forlorn," llfie cried ; 

" Whofe feet unhallow'd thus intrude 
" Where heaven and you reiide : 

•< But let a maid thy pity fliare, 
«* Whom love has taught to ftray ; 

" Who feeks for reft, but finds defpair 
" Companion of her way. 

« My father liv'd befide the Tyne, 

** A wealthy Lord was he; 
*' And all his wealth was mark'd as mine-**- 

** He had but only me. 
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** To win'me from his tender arms, 

*' Unnumber'dfuitorscame, 
*• Who prais'd me for imputed charms, 

** And felty or feign'd a flame. t 

*' Each hour a mercenary crowd 
" With richeft proffers ftrove : 
** Among the reft, young Edwin bow'd, 
•* But never talked of love. 

** In humble, fimpleft habit clad, 

** No wealth or power had he; . 
** Wifdom and worth were all he had— 

" But thefe were all to me. 

** The bloffoms opening to the day, 

" The dews of heaven refin'd, 
** Could nought of purity difplay, 

*' To emulate his mind. 

** The dew, the bloffoms of the tree, 

<* With charms inconftant ihine; 
** Their charms were his, but, woe to mc, 

<' Their conftancy was mine! 

« For ftill I try'd each fickle art, 

" Importunate and vain ; 
^ And while his paflion touch'd my hear^ 

" I triumph' d in his pain— 

" Till quite dejeded with my fcorn, 

" He left me to my pride, 
^ And fought a folitude forlorn, 

** In fecret, where he died! 
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** But mine the forrow, mine the fault, 
" And well my life fhall pay; 

'< I'll feek the foUtude he fought, 
" And ftretch me where he lay ; 

« And there forlorn, defpairing, hid, 
'* I'll lay me down and die— 

** 'Twai fo for me that Edwin did, 
« And fo for him will I." 

" Forbid it, heaven I" the Hermit cried. 
And clafp'd her to his breail : 

-The wondering fair-one turn*d to chide — 
Twas Edwin's felf that preft I 



•** Turn, Angeliita, ever dear— 

" My charmer, turn to fee 
^* Thy own, thy long-loft Edwin here, 

" Reftor'd to love and thee ! 

" Thus let me hold thee to my heart, 

" And every care refign: 
** And /hall we oever^ never part ? 

" My life — my aU that's mine ! 

*^ No, never, from this hour to part, 
" We'll live and love fo truc» 

** The figh that rends thy confiant heart 
<< Shall break thy Edwin'a too." 
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RETALIATION. 

A POEM. 



[Dr.GoUfmkb, and Um Gendeoicn chanAerUed ia this Poea^ ocaSooaBf 
Sacd at the St. James's CoflFce-houfe — One day it was propofed to write 
Epitaphi on him. His coantry, dialed, and peribn, fnraiflied fubje^ 
of witticifm. He was called on for RETALIATION, and at thdr next 
meeting produced this Poenu It was firft printed in the year 1774, after 
the Aulnr^ death.] 



Op old, when Scarron his companions invited, 
Each gueft brought his di(h, and the feaft was united; 
If our landlord* fupplies us with beef, and with fifli ; 
Let each gueft bring himfelf, and he brings the bed difh : 
Our dcanf ftiall be venifon, juft frefli from the plains; 
Our Burke^ (hall be tongue, with the gamifti of brains; 
Our WillJ fliall be wild fowl, of excellent flavour, 
And Dick) with his pepper /hall heighten the favour; 
Our Cumberland's^ fweet-bread its place fhallobtaio. 
And Douglas ^ is pudding, fubftantial and plain ; 
Our Garrick's •• a fallad^-for in him we fee 
Oil, vinegar, fugar, and faltnefs agree : 

* The mafter of the St. JamesH Cofiee-honfe. 

^ Dr. Bemwd, dean of Oerry, in Ireland. 

t Mr. Edmund Burke. 

i Bir. William Burke, fecretary to General Conway. 

B Mr. Riefaud Burke, coUeAor of Grenada. 

f Mr. Richard Cumberland, author of the Weft Indian, and other dramatic 
pieces. 

^ Dr. Donghn, canon of Windfor, an ingenious Scotch gentleman, who has 
BO left diftii^uUhed himfelf as a citizen of the world, than a found critic, in 
deccAing feveral literary miftakes (or rather forgeries) of lus couoUTaca; 
furticularly Lauder on Milton, and fiowcr^ Hiftory of Ute Popes. 
" Divid Garrick, efq. 




64 RETALIATION. 

To make out the dinner, full certain I am, 
That Ridge* is anchovy, and Reynoldsf is Iamb; 
That Hickey 's^ a capon ; and, by the fame rule, 
Magnanimous Goldfmith a goofeberry fool. 
At a dinner fo various— at fuch a repaft, 
Who*d not be a glutton, and ftick to the lafl ? 
Here, waiter, more wine— let me fit while Vm able, 
Till all my companions fink under the table; 
Then, with chaos and blunders encircling my head, 
Let me ponder, and tell what I think of the dead. 

Here lies the good dean§, reunited to earth, 
Who mixt reafon with pleafure, and wifdom with mirth: 
If he had any faults, he has left us in doubt— 
At leaft, in ^x weeks, I could not find 'em out; 
Yet fome have declared, and it can't be deny'd em, 
That fly-boots was curfedly cunning to hide 'em. 

Here lies our good £dmund|, whofe genius was fuch, 
We fcarcely can praife it, or blame it too much ; 
Who, born for the univerfe, narrow'd his mind. 
And to party gave up what was meant for mankind. 
Tho' fraught with all learning, yet firaining his throat, 
To perfuade Tommy Townfliend^ to lend him a vote ; 
Who, too deep for his hearers, ftill went on refining, 
And thoughtof con vincing, while they thought of dining; 
Though equal to all things, for all things unfit — 
Too nice for a fiatefman— too proud for a wit-^ ' 
For a patriot, too cool — for a drudge, difobedieut-^ 
And too fond of the right to purfue the expedient, 

* Connfellor John Ridge, a gentleman bdonging to the IrUh bar. 

^ Sir Jolhiia Reynolds. 

X An eminent attomejr. 

i Vide page 63. 

tl Vide page 63. 

f Mr. T. TgiwDiheod, ncober for Whitchurch. 
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Infhott, 'twas his fate, unemploy'd, or in place^ fir. 
To eat mutton cold, and cut blocks with a razor. 

Here lies honeii William,* whofe heart was a mint^ 
While the owner ne'er knew half the good that was in't; 
The pupil of impulfe, it forc'd him along — 
His condud iiill right, with his argument wrong; 
Still aiming at honour, yet fearing to roam, 
The coachman was tipfey, the chariot drove home : 
Would you afk for his merits ^ alas I he had none; 
What was good was fpontaneous, his faults were his own.. 

Here lies honed Richard, whofe fate I muil figh at — 
Alas, that fuch frolic ftiould now be ib quiet ► 
What fpirits were his ! what wit and what whim ! 
Now breaking a jefl, and now breaking a limb ! f 
Now wrangling and grumbling to keep up the ball ! 
Now teazing and vexing, yet laughing at all ! 
In ihort, fo provoking a devil was Dick, 
That we wifli'd him full ten times a-day at Old Nick; 
But, miffing his mirth and agreeable vein, 
As often we wiJh'd to have Dick bade again*. 

Here CumberiandJ lies, having aded his parts*- 
The Terence of £ngland, the mender of hearts ; 
A flattering painter, who made it his care 
To draw men as they ought to be—- not as they are : 
His gallants are all faultlefs, his women divine, 
And comedy wonders at being fo fine- 
like a tragedy-queen he has dizen'd her out^ 
Or rather like tragedy giving a rout : 

* Vide page 63. 

f Mr. Richard- Burke. This gentleman having flightly fraAored one of hit 
arms and legs, at different times, the dodor has rallied lum on thofe accklaotSK 
It a kind of retributive joftice for breaking hit jefts upon other people. 

I Vide page 63. 
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His ^fools have their follies fo loft in a crowd 
Of virtues and feelings, that folly grows proud; 
And coxcombs, alike in their failings alone, 
Adopting his portraits, are pleasM with their own. 
Say, where has our poet this malady caught ? 
Or wherefore his chara6iers thus without fault? 
Say, was it that, vainly direding his view 
To find out men's virtues, and finding them few, 
Quite fick of purfuing each troublefome elf, 
He grew lazy at laft, and drew from himfelf ? 

Here Douglas* retires from his toils to relax, 
The fcourge of impoftors, the terror of quacks: 
Come, all ye quack-bards, and ye quacking divines, 
. Come,and dance on the fpot where your tyrant reclines : 
When fatire and cenfure encircled his throne, 
I fear'd for your fafety — I fear'd for my own ; 
But now he is gone, and we want a dete<5lor, 
Our Doddsf (hall be pious, our Kenricks^j; ihall lecture; 
Macpherfon§ write bombaft, and call it a ftyle; 
Our TownAiendy make fpeeches, and I fhall compile; 
New Landers and Bowers^r the Tweed fliall crofs over, 
No countryman living their tricks to difcover; 
Detection her taper fhall quench to a fpark, 
And Scotchman meet Scotchman, and cheat in the dark. 

Here lies David Garrick, defcribe him who can» 
An abridgment of all that was pleafant in man; 

I 

• Vide page-63. 
+ The Rev. Dr. Dodd, 

t Dr. Kenrick, who read le^hires at the Devil Tavern, under the title <^ 
•* The School of Shakefpeare." 

I James Macpherfbn, efq. who from tbc mere ibrce of hit ftyl^ wrote down 
the firft poet of all antiquity^ 

II Vide page 64. 
S Vide page 63. 
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As an a^or, confefs'd without rival to ihine-* 
As a wit, if not firft, in the very firft line ; 
Yet, with talents like thefe, and an excellent heart. 
The man had his failings — a dupe to his art. 
Dke an ill-judging beauty, his colours he fpread. 
And beplafter'd with rouge his own natural red : 
On the flage he was natural, fimple, affeding— 
'Twas only that when he was off he was a6ting. 
With no reafon on earth to go out of his way, 
He turn*d and he varied full ten times a-day — 
Tho* fecure of our hearts, yet confoundedly fick. 
If they were not his own by fmeffing and trick : 
He cafl off his friends, as a huntfmau his pack, 
For he knew when he pleas'd he could whiftle them back. 
Of praife, a mere glutton, he fwallow'd what came, 
And the puff of a dunce, he miilook it for fame; 
Till his relifh, grown callous almofi to difeafe. 
Who pepper'd the higheft, was furefl to pleafe. 
But let us be candid, and fpeak out our mind — 
If dunces applauded, he paid them in kind : 
Ye Kenricks*, ye Kellysf , and WoodfallsJ fo grave. 
What commerce was yours, while you got and you gayef 
How did G rub-ftreet re-echo the ihouts that you rais'd, 
While he was be-Rofcius*d, and you were beprais'd ? 
But peace to his fpirit, wherever it flies. 
To a6l as an angel and mix with the fkies : 
Thofe poets who owe their befi fame to his /kill, 
Shall ftill be his flatterers, go where he will- 
Old Shakefpeare, receive him, with praife and with love. 
And Beaumontsand Behns be his Kelly s above. 

• Tide page 66, 

+ Mr. Hugh Kelly, author of Falfe Delicacy, &c. &c. 

t Mr. W. WoodfalJ, printer of the Morning Chronicle. 
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Here Hickey * reclines, a mod blunt pleafant creature. 
And (lander itfelf muft allow him good nature ; 
He cheriih'd his friend, and he relilh'd a bumper; 
Yet one fault he had, and that one was a thumper. 
Perhaps you may aik if the man was a mifer } 
I anfwer, no, no,— for he always was wifer : 
Too courteous, perhaps, or obligingly flat } 
His very worft foe can't accufe him of that: 
Perhaps he confided in men as they go. 
And fo was too fooliflily honefl? Ah no! 
Then what was his failing ? come tell it, and bum ye-* 
He was^-could he help it-r-a fpecial attorney. 

Here Reynoldsf is laid, and, to tell you my mind. 
He has not left a wifer or better behind : 
His pencil was ftriking, reiifllefs, and grand; 
His manners were gentle, complying and bland ; 
Still born to improve us in every part — 
His pencil our faces, his manners our heart; 
To coxcombs averfe, yet moll civilly fleering, 
When'theyjudg'dwithoutikillyhewasflillhardof hearing; 
When they talk'd of their Raphaels, Corregios and (luff, 
He (hifted his trumpet}, and only took fnuff. 

POSTSCRIPT. 

Here Whitefoord reclines, and deny it who can, 
Tho' he merrily liv*d§, he is now a grave man: 



* Vide page 64. 

^ Vide page 64. 

i Sir Jolhua Reynolds wat fo remarkably deaf as to be wder the oeceffity of 
vfing an ear-tnimpet in company. 

{ Mr. W. was fo notorkras a punfter, that Dr. Goldfmith ufed to fay it w^a 
impofiible to Keep him company without hcing infcAed with an itch for pun- 
nirig. 
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Hare compound of oddity, frolic, and fun! 
Who relifh'd a joke, and rejoic'd in a pun; 
Whofe temper was generous, open, fincere— 
A flranger to flatt'ry, a ilranger to fear; 
Who fcatter'd around wit and humour at will; 
Whofe daily bon mots half a column might fill : 
A Scotchman, from pride and from prejudice fre*— 
A fcholar,. yet furely no pedant was he. 

What pity, alas! that fo lib'ral a mind 
Should fo long be to Newfpaper Eflays confin'd! 
Who perhaps to the fummit of fcience could foar, 
Yet content "if the table he fet in a roarj" 
Whofe talents to fill any fUition was fit. 
Yet happy if Woodfall* confefs'd him a wit. 

Ye newfpaper witlings! ye pert fcribbling folks! 
Who copied his fquibs, and re-echo'd his jokes^— 
Ye tame imitators, ye fervile herd, come, 
Stall follow your mailer, and vifit his tomb; 
To deck it, bring with you feftoons of the vine. 
And copious libations bellow on his fhrine; 
Then flrew all around it (you can do no lefs) 
Crofi-readifigSf Sbip-ne'cuSf and Mifiakes of the Prefs.f 

Merry Whitefoord, farewell !— for thy fake I admit 
That a Scot may have humor — 1 had almoU faid wit ; 
This debt to thy mem'ry I cannot refufe, 
'* Thou beil humor*d man with the word humor 'd muie." 

• Mr. H. S. Woodfall, printer of the Public AavertUer. 
4" Mr. Whitefoord h» frequently indulged the town with httmotOM piocct 
wi4er dtolc titlei tfi, the Public Advertiibr. 
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THE HAUNCH OF VENISON. 

A POETICAL ^PISTLfr—TO LORD CLARB. 

X BANKS, my lord, for your venifon — ^for finer or fatter 
Never raug'd in a foreft, or fmoak'd Id a platter: 
The haunch was a pi6hire for painters to fiudy, 
The fat was fo white, and the lean was fo ruddy; 
Tho' my ilomach was (harp, I could fcarce help regretting 
To fpoil fuch a delicate pi^hire by eating: 
I had thoughts, in my chambers, to place it in view. 
To be (hewn to my friends as a piece of <virt»-^ 
As in fome Iri/h houfes, where things are fo fo^ 
One gammon of bacon hangs up for a fliow; 
But, for eating a rafher of what they take pride in, ' 
They'd as foon think of eating the pan it is fry'd in. 
But hold— let me paufe — don't I hear you pronounce 
This tale of the bacon's damnable bounce; 
Well, fuppofe it a bounce— fure a poet may try. 
By a bounce noNur and then, to get courage to fly- 
But, my lord, it's no bounce— I protefl, in my turn, 
It's a truth— and your lordfhip may aik Mr. Bum*. 
To go on with my tale—as I gaz'd on the haunch 
I thought of a friend that was truily and flaunch— 
So I cut it, and fent it to Reynolds undrell, 
To paint it, or eat it, juil as he lik'd be(L 
Of the neck and the breaft I had next to difpofe — 
'Twas a neck and a breaft that might rival Monroe's : 

* Lord CbrtH nephew. 
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But in parting 'with tfiefe, I vas pnztled a^ih» 
With the how, and the who,and the where, and the when. 
There's H— d, and C— y, and H— rth, and H— ff, 
I think they love vcnifon— I know they love beef : 
There's my countryman Higgins— Oh, let him alone 
For making a blunder, or picking a bone. 
But hang it — to poets, who feldom can eat, 
Your very good mutton's a very good treat; 
Such dainties to them, their health it might hurt — 
It's like fending them ruffles, when wanting a ihrrt. 
While thus I debated, in reverie center'd, 
An acquaintance, a fi'iend as hecall'd himfelf, enter'd; 
An under-bred, fine-fpoken fellow was he, 
And he fmil'd as he look'd at the venifon and me. 
" What have we got here ? — ^Why this is good eating ! 
" Your own, I fuppofe — or is it in waiting?" 
" Why, whofe (hould it be ?"— cry 'd I, with a floimce ; 
" I get thefe things often"'— 'but that was a bounce : 
" Some lords, my acquaintance, that fettle the nation, 
" Are pleas'd to be kind — but I hate oftentation/* 
" If that be the cafe then," cry'd he, very gay, 
<' I'm glad I have taken this houfe in my way : 
" To-morrow you take a poor dinner with me; 
" No words — I infift on't — precifely at three : 
" We'll ha veJohnfon,and Burke,all the wits will be there; 
" My acquaintance is flight, or I'd a(k my Lord Clare. 
** And, now that I think on't, as 1 am a finner, 
" We wanted this venifon to make out a dinner. 
" What fay you— a pafty— it fliall, and it muft; 
•• And my wife, little Kitty, is famous for cruft. 
** Here, porter, this venifon with me to Mile*end; 
** No fUrriogy I beg— >my dear friend— my dear friend ! ' ^ 
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llittf faatchiof luf hit, he bnifli'd offlike 
AMd the iHNter and eaUblei loUowM behind. 
Left alone to relied, having emptied m j 
And ** nobody with me at fea bat myielf;"* 
llio' I could not help thinking my gentleman htMj^ 
Yet Jolinfoti^ and Burke, and a good venifon ftMj^ 
Were thingi that I never diflik'd in my life, 
llio' clogg'd with a coxcomb, and Kitty his wife: 
Ho next day, in due fplendour to make my approad^ 
I drove to his door in my own hackney-coach. 

When come to the place where we all wereto ^tine, 
(A chair-lumber'd clofet jufi twelve/eet by nine) 
My friend bade me welcome, but ilruck me quite dumb 
With tiding! that Johnfon and Burke would not come; 
" For 1 knew it," he cry 'd, « both eternally (ail, 
** The one with his fpeeches, and t'other withThrale; 
** Bui no matter, Til warrant we'll make up the party 
** With two full as clever, and ten times as hearty : 
*• The one is a Scotchman, the other a Jew — 
" They both of them merry, and authors like you; 
'* The one writes the Snarler, the other the Scourge; 
** Some think be writes Cinna — he owns to Panurge." 
While thus he defcrib'd them by trade and by name^ 
Thf y entered, and dinner was ferv'd as they came. 

At the top a fry 'd liver and bacon were ieen, 
At the bottom was tripe, in a fwinging tiireen ; 
At tiie fides there was fpinnage and pudding made hot; 
In the middle a place where the paily — ^wasnot. 
Now, my lord, as for tripe, it's my utter averfion. 
And your bacon I hate like a Turk<or a Perfian; 

* See the letter* thtt pafled between hif Rojal Highneiii Henry Dnk» of 
Camberlani ud lad/ GrolVeDor— 1769. 
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So'there I fat fhick, like a horfe in a pound, 
While the bacon and liver went merrily round : 
But what vex'd me moil, was that d — 'd Scottiih rogue, 
With hislong-windedfpeeches,hi8fmi]es,and his brogue, 
And, <<madam," quoth he, *<inay thisbitbemy poifon, 
** A .prettier dinner I never fetjeyes on; 
" Pray a (lice of your liver, though may I be curft, 
-** But r ve eat of your tripe, iill Vm i^ady to buriL" 
" The tripe ! ' * quoth the Jew, with hisx;hocolate cheek, 
-** I could dine on this tripe feven days in a week: 
^< I like thefe here dinners, fo pretty andfmall; 
" But your friend there the dodor eats nothing at all.** 
-** O — ho I " quoth my friend, " he'll come on in a trice, 
*' He's keeping a corner for fomething that^s nice : 
*< There's a pally"— "A pafty !" repeated the Jew; 
" I don't care if I keep a corner for't too.'*, 
" What the de'il, mon, apaftyl" re-echo'i the Scsot; 
^' Though fpUtting, I'll ftill keep a corner for that" 
" We'll all keep a corner," the lady cry'd out^ 
*^ We'll all keep a corner," was echoed about. 
While thus we refoWd, and the pally delayed, 
With looks that quite petrify 'd, enter'd the maid! 
A vifage fo fad, and fo pale with affright, 
Wak'd Priam in drawing his curtains by night 1 
But we quickly found out— for who could miflake her— 
That fhe came with fome terrible news from the baker ; 
And fo it fell out, for that negligent floven 
Had ihut out the pafty on ihutting his oven ! 
Sad Philomel thus— but let iimilies drop— 
And, now that I think on't, the fiory may flop. 
To be plain, my good k>rd, it's but labour mifplao'd, 
To fend fuch good vecfes to oa^ of your tafle^ 




Y<m*re got tn odd foiiiethiii^--a kiad of d g o cfBiny — 
A relifli-Hi tafte— <ickeii*d oTer by leanmif ; 
At feud H'% your temper, at very well knovB, 
That yoo think Tery flightly of all tbat't your ofm: 
SOf ptrhtpt, in your habits of thinking ami6y 
Yott nuy make a midake, and think ffightly of thk. 



A DESCRIPTION 
or Air AinBOR's wMtxtusaoL 

tV MIRI the Red-Lion flaring o'er the way, 
Invitet each paffing ftranger that can pay—- 
Wliere Calvert*i butt, and Parfons' black champaign,. 
Regale the drabs and bloods of Drury-lane; 
There, in a lonely room, from bailifis fnng. 
The Mufe found Scroggen ilretch'd beneath a rogf 
A window patch'd with paper, lent a ray, 
I'hat dimly ihew'd the fiate in which he lay^ 
The fanded floor that grits beneath the tread; 
The humid wall with paltry pictures fpread; 
The Royal Game of Goofe was there in viewv 
And the Twelve Rules the royal martyr drew; 
The Seafons, firam'd with lifling, found a place. 
And brave Prince William fliew'd his lamp-black feee: 
The morn was cold, he views with keen defire 
The rufly grate unconfcious of a fire ; 
With beer and milk arrears the friese was fcor^d. 
And five crack'd tea-cups drefs'd the chimney-board'i 
A night-cap decked his brows infiead of bay, 
A cap by night— a ftooking all the day! 
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THE DOU&LE TRANSFORMATION. 

A TALE. 

Secluded from domeiUc firifef 
Jack Book- worm led a college life; 
A feUowfiup at twenty-five 
Made him the happieft man alive- 
He drank his glafs, and crack'd his joke. 
And Freihmen wonder'd as he fpoke. 

Such pieafuresy UDalloy*d with care. 
Could any accident impair? 
Could Cupid^s fhaft at length transfix 
Our Twain, arrived at thirty-fix ? 
'Oh ! had the archer ae*er come down 
To ravage in a country town! 
Or Flavia been content to flop 
At triumphs in a Fleet-fireet ihop ! 
Oh I had her eyes forgot to hlaae, 
Or Jack had wanted eyes to gaze ! 
Oh I — But let exclamation ceafie-— 
Her prefence bani(h*d all his peace: 
So, with decorum all things carry*d, ^ 
Mifs frown*d»and bkifli'd, aadthen wa»^p>maiTy*d* 

Need we expoie to vulgar fight 
The raptures of the bridal night? 
Need we intrude on haUo«*d. ground. 
Or draw the curtains, closed atoiuul ? 
Let itfuffioe, that eachliadchaniift-«i 
He clafp*d a goddeis in Ms arms» 




H tut immi miMrauuxioN. 

4ML tteii^ A» 1^ liin vifitge rough, 
X^ i^ % VM* t««» >ii«tt enottflu 

Tl# Ikm»jmnma IKI» ligkUdBg flew— 
TW f^^<M4 ^4(««iflil k» tnnfports too— 
A ^to^K 9i <^MMtli» ime not amifs— 
I'W 6i^ wa» 0rkeiidlbip mix*d with biife; 
^Ei^ wh^n « twelvemonth pafs^d away, 
)3^K i^^mA his goddeis made of clay — 
f <Hiftd half the charms that deck*d her face 
Afofe from powder, ihreds, or lace ; 
But ftiM the word remained behind— 
That very face had robbM her mind ! 

Skiird in no other arts was (he 
But dreffing, patching, repartee; 
And, juil as humour rofe or fell. 
By turns a flattern or a belle : 
•Tis true flie drefs'd with modern grace— ^ 
Half naked at a ball or race; 
But when at home, at board or bed. 
Five greafy night*caps wrapt her head. 
Could fo much beauty condefcend 
To be a dull domefiic friend? 
Could any curtain ledures bring 
To decency fo fine a thing? 
In fliort, by night, 'twas Hts.or fretting— 
By day, *twas gadding or coquetting. 

Fond to be feen, (he kept a bevy 
Of powder*d coxcombs at her levee ; 
The *fquire and captain took their fiations, 
And twenty other near relations: 
Jack fuckM his pipe, and often broke 
A figh in fuffocating iinoke; 
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While all their hours ivere pafs^d between 

Infulting repartee or fpleen. 

Thus, as her faults each day were known^ 

He thinks her features coarfer grown ; 

He fancies every vice flic fliews 

Or thins her lip, or points her nofe— 

Whenever rage or envy rife. 

How wide her mouth, how wild her eyes ! 

He knows not how, but fo it is. 

Her face was grown a knowing phiz; 

And tho* her fops are wond'rous civile 

He thinks her ugly as the devil. 

Now, to perplex the ravell'd noofe. 
As each a different way purfues, 
While fullen or loquacious ilrife 
Promised to hold them on for life, 
That dire difeafe, whofe ruthlefs pow'r 
Withers the beauty's traniient flow'r : 
Lo! the fmall-pox, whofe horrid glare 
Leveird its terrors at the fair^ — 
And, rifling every youthful grace, 
Left but the remnant of a face ! 

The glafs grown hateful to her fight,. 
Reflected now a perfeft fright; 
Each former art (he vainly tries 
To bring hack lufbre to her eyes : 
In vain fhe tries her paile and creamsy 
To fmooth her fkin, or hide its feams^ 
Her country beaux and city coii£ns, 
Lovers no more, flew off by dozens;. 
The ^fqulre himfelf was feen to yield. 
And even the captain quit the field. 




*l rat aanex TmiXRMOUTioif. 

zxc 312 oar. Borv oiMid?iiin*d to hack 
Tzit Tt'.t :c ..-■* v.-:i tsxKx^s Jack, 
?■;—?;■. «'.Tx :cass» itaij Aowc. 

Ju:i. -roi wis Lksati to bebold 

's' '^.i lu.ii'f f- ittr zzista arr dr'd, 

j-'t «*;^-l> rr«rc Tjr- n-* eiC?T dlT«« 



Tf:^ TMtt. ac=*^3i#«e«f ''^»«**'« name, 
-^^.. „^j^^ .mr«wrt»A^ *■" ** '^'^ &nie. 
Ute« L^i. *.c i«.i.te^«*«*X n***"! lay, 

>"|i)M2ui¥*s dovnery vay > 
ltt$ luneiul aid— 
-M^^^t Imk jpptthis, WIS repaid. 
^ •^^•^tsi^w* ¥w bellow, 
^****^ vW tame below— 
^^^ - k» works ihaU n/k, 

^ •••^ U*ir pMl in Ike ikies. 
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A NEW SIMILE. 

IKT THE MANNER OF SWIFT* 

JLoNG had I fought in vain to find 
A likenefs for the fcribbiing kind— • 
The modern fcribbiing kind, who write 
In wit, and fenfe, and nature's fpite: 
^Till, reading, I forget what day on> 
A chapter out of Tooke's Pantheon, 
I think I met with fome thing there 
To fuit my purpofe to a hair ; 
But let us not proceed too furious— 
Fir ft pleafe to turn to God Mercurius: 
You'll find him pidurM at full length 
In book the fecond, page the tenth : 
The ilrefs of all my proofs on him I lay. 
And now proceed we to our fimile. 

Imprimis — pray obferve his hat. 
Wings upon either fide — mark that. 
Well I what is it from thence we gather ? 
Why thefe denote a braiu of feather* 
A brain of feather, very right; 
With wit that's flighty, learning light} 
Such as to modem baurds decreed: 
A juil comparifon-— proceed. 

In the next place, his feet perufe— 
Wings grow again from both his ihoes; 
Defign'd, no doubt, their part to bear. 
And waft his godihip through the air; 
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And here my fimile unites*- 
For in a modern poet*s flights, 
I*m fure it may be juftly faid» 
His feet are ufeful as his head« 

Laiily, vouchfafe t*obferre his hand^ 
t^ill^d with a fnake-encircled wand ; 
By claflic authors termed caduceus,. 
And highly fam*d for feveral ufes: 
To wit— moft wond^oufly endu^l,. 
No poppy water half fo good ; 
For let Mks only get & touch^ 
Its foporific virtue*s fuch, 
Tho' ne'er fo much awake before, 
That quickly they begin to Jhore; 
Add too, what certain writers tell, 
With this he drives men^ fouls to hell.. 

Now to apply begin we then : 
His wand*s a modern author*s pen ; 
The ferpents round about, it twin'd 
Denote him of the reptile kind; 
Denote the rage with which he writes,. 
His frothy ilavef, venomM bites; 
An equal femblance ftill to keep, 
Alike too both conduce to fleep.. 
This difTrence only, as the god 
Drove fouls to Tart'nis with his rod; 
With his goofe-quil^ the fcribbling elf,. 
Inftead of others, damns himfelf. 
And here my flmile almofl tript. 
Yet grant a word by way of poftfcript— i^ 
Moreover, Merc'ry had a failing: 
WeU .' what of that r out with it— dealing ;: 
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In vhich all modern bards agree, 

Being each as great a thief as he: 

But even this deity's exiflence 

Shall lend my fimile ailiftance. 

Our modern bards ! why, what a pox 

Are they but fenfelefs ilones and blocks ? 
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STANZAS 

ON A BEAUTIFUL YOUTH STRUCK -fiUND 
BY LIGHTENING. 

Sure 'twas by Providence defign'd, 

Rather in pity, than in hate, 
That he fhould be, like Cupid, blind. 

To fave him from Narciflus' fate. 



ON VirOMAN. 

A/Vhen lovely woman (loops 'to folly, 
And finds too late that men betray, 

What charm can foothe her melancholy, 
What art can wafh her guilt away ? 

The only art her guilt to cover, 
To hide her ihame from every eyc> 

To give repentance to her lover, 
Aad wring his bofom---is, to die. 
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THE LOGICIANS REFUTED. 

IN IMITATION OF DSAN SWIFT* 

LfOGiciANs have but ill defin'd 

As rational the human mind : 

Reafon, they fay, belongs to man. 

But let them prove it if they can. 

Wife Ariiiotle and Smiglefius, 

By ratiocinations fpecious. 

Have fh-ove to prove with great preciiiQii, 

With definition and divi£on. 

Homo eft raiione preditumi 

But for my foul I cannot credit 'em, 

And muft in fpite of them maintain, 

That man and all his ways are vain; 

And that this boailed lord'K>f nature 

Is both a weak* and erring creature; 

That inftin^ is a furer guide 

Than reafon, boafting mortal's pride; 

And that brute beafts are far before *em — 

Deus eft amma brutorum. 

Whoever knew an honefi brute 

At law his neighbour profecute. 

Bring action for aifault and battery. 

Or friend beguile with lies and flattery? 

O'er plains they ramble unconfin'd, 

No politics diihirb their mind; 

They eat their meals, and take their fport. 

Nor know who's in or out at court ; 

They never to the levee go 

To treat as deareil friead a foe; 
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They never importune his grace. 
Nor ever cringe to men in place ; 
Nor undertake a dirty job. 
Nor draw the quill to write for Bob. 
Fraught with inveftive, they ne'er go 
To folks at Pater-nofter-row : 
No judges, fidiers, dancing-mailers, 
No pick-pockets, or poetafters, 
Are known to honed quadrupeds; 
No fingle brute his fellows leads. 
Brutes never meet in bloody fray. 
Nor cut each other's throats for pay. 
Of beads, it is confefs'd, the ape 
Comes neared us in human ihape; 
Like man, he imitates each faOiion, 
And malice is his ruling paffion : 
But both in malice and grimaces, 
A courtier any ape furpafles. 
Behold him, humbly cringing, wait 
Upon the minider of date; 
View him foon after, to inferiors, 
Aping the condudt of fuperiors— 
He promifes with equal air. 
And to perform takes equal care. 
He in his turn dnds imitators — 
At court, the porters, laqueys, waiters. 
Their maders' manners dill contrad. 
And footmen lords and dukes can a6t: 
Thus, at the court, both great and fmall 
Behave alike-^for all ape alL 
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AN ELEGY 

ON THE DEATH OF A MAD DOG. 

CxooD people all, of every fort, 

Give ear unto my fong ; 
And if you find it wouderous fliort, 

It cannot hold you long. 

In lilington there was a man, 
Of whom the world might fay, 

That ftill a godly race he ran— 
Whene'er he went to pray. 

A kind and gentle heart he had, 
To comfort friends and foes; 

The naked every day he clad— ^ 
When he put on his cloaths. 

And in that town a dog was found. 

As many dogs there be- 
Both mongrel, puppy, whelp, and hound. 

And curs of low degree. 

This dog and man at iirft were friends — 

But when a pique began. 
The dog, to gain his private ends. 

Went mad, and bit the man. 

Around, from all the neighbouring fireets. 
The wond'ring neighbours ran, 

And fwore the dog had loft his wits, 
To bite fo good a man. 
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The wound it feem'd both fore and fad 

To every chriftian eye ; 
And while they fwore the dog was mad. 

They fwore the man would die. 

But foon a wonder came to light, 

That fhew'd the rogues they ly'd — 
The man recovered of the bite, 

The dog it was that dy'd. 



AN ELEGY 

ON THE GLORY OF HB& SEX, 
MRS. MARY BLAIZE. 

Ctood people all, with one accord, 

Lament for madam Blaize, 
Who never wanted a good word— 

From thofe who fpoke her praife. 

The needy feldom pafs*d her door, 
And always found her kind; 

She freely lent to all the poor — 
Who left a pledge beliind. 

She ilrove the neighbourhood to pleafe, 
With manners wond'rous winning. 

And never follow*d wicked ways— 
Unlefs when ihe was finning. 

At churchy in filks and fatins new, 
With hoop of monfirous fize ; 

She never flumber*d in her pew — 
But when (he ihut her eyes. 




B6 AH ELEGY. 

Her love was fought, I do aver. 
By twenty beaUx and more ; 

The king himfelf has followed heiw* 
When (he has walk'd before. 

fiut now her wealth and finery fled, 
Her hangers-on cut fiiort all; 

The dodors found when ihe was dead- 
lier lad diforder mortal. 

Let us lament, in forrow fore. 
For Kent-ftreet well may fay. 

That had /he liv'd a twelvemonth more- 
She had not died to-day. 
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STANZAS 

ON THE TAKING OP QUEBEC. 

.Amidst the clamour of exulting joys, 

Which triumph forces fVom the patriot heart, 

>Grief dares to mingle her foul-piercing voice, 

And quells the raptures which from pleafure dart. 

O, Wolfe ! to thee a dreaming flood of woe. 
Sighing, we pay, and think even conqueii dear^^ 

Quebec in vain fhall teach the breafl to glow, 
Whilft thy fad fate extorts the heart-wrung tean 

Alive, the foe thy dreadful vigour fled. 
And faw thee fall with joy -pronouncing eyes; 

Yet they fhall know thou conquerefl, though dead f 
Since from thy tomb a thoufand heroes rife. 
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SONGS. 

O memory! thou fond deceiver^ 

Still importunate and vain, 
To former joys, recurring ever, 

And turning all the pafi to pain ; 

Thou, like the world, the oppreil oppreiling, 
Thy fmiles increafe the wretch's woe; 

And he who wants each other blefling. 
In thee muft ever find a foe. 

INTENDED TO RAVE BEEN SUNG IN TBE COMEDY OV 
SHE STOOPS TO CONQUER. 

Ah, me ! when ihall I marry me } 
Lovers are plenty; but fail to relieve me. 
He, fond youth, that could carry me, 
Offers to love, but means to deceive me. > 

But I will rally, and combat the ruiner : 
Not a look, not a fmile ihall my paflion difcover. 
She that gives all to the falfe one purfuing her, 
Makes but a penitent, and lofes a lover. 

FROM THE ORATORIO OF CAPTIVITY. 

T^HE wretch condemn'd with life to part. 

Still, ilill on hope relies; 
And every pang that fends the hearty 

Bids expectation rife, 

Hope, like the glimm*ring taper's light. 

Adorns and cheers the way ; 
And ilill, as darker grows the nighty 

Emits a bxighter ray. 
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PROLOGUE 

TO THE TRAGEDY OF ZOBEIDE. 

Is thefe bold times, <«^hen Learning's Tons explore 
The diftant climates, and the favage ihore; 
When wife afironomers to India fteer. 
And quit for Venus many a brighter here ; 
While botaniftsy all cold to fmiles and dimpling, 
Forfake the fair, and patiently — go fimpling; 
Our bard into the general fpirit enters. 
And fits his little frigate for adventures : 
With Scythian iiores, and trinkets deeply laden. 
He this way fleers his courfe, in hopes of trading- 
Yet ere he lands, he 'as order'd me before, 
To make an obfervation on the ihore. 
Where are we driven ? — Our reckoning fure is loftl 
This feems a rocky and a dangerous coalt 
Lo^! what a fultry climate am I under! 
Yon ill-forboding cloud feems big with thunder ! 

(Ufper Gallery.) 
There mangroves fpread,and larger than 1' vefeen *em — 

(Pii.) 
Here trees of fiately fize, and billing turtles iu 'em — 

(BaUames,) 
Here ill-condition*d oranges abound— (Stage,) 

And apples, bitter apples ftrew the ground : 

(Tafiittg tbem,)~ 
The inhabitants are canlbals I fear: 
I heard a hiding — there are ferpents here ! 
O, there the people are — ^beft keep my diftance; 
Our captain (gentle natives) craves aillftance: 
Our (hip's well ftor'd — in yonder creek we've laid her. 
His honour is no mercenary trader : 
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This is his firft adventure — lend him aid, 

And we may chance to drive a thriving trade : 

His goods, he hopes, are prime, and brought from far, 

Equally fit for gallantry and war. 

What! no reply to promifes fo ample I— 

rd beft flep back — ^and order up a fample. 



A PROLOGUE'^, 

WRITTEN AND SPOKEN BY THE POET lABERIUS, 

A ROMAN KNIGHT, 

WHOM CASAR FORCED UPON '^HI STACI. 

lAr HAT ! no way left to ihun th* inglorious ilage, 
And fave from infamy my finking age I 
Scarce half alive, opprefs'd with many a year, 
What in the name of dotage drives me here ? 
A time there was, when glory was my guide. 
Nor force nor fraud could turn my fteps afide— 
Unaw'd by power, and unappalM by fear. 
With honeft thrift I held my honour dear: 
But this vile hour difperfes all my ilore. 
And all my hoard of honour is no more; 
For, ah ! too partial to my life's decline, 
Caefar perfuades-— fubmiflion muil be mine; 
Him I obey, whom Heaven itfelf obeys, 
Hopelefs of pleafing, yet inclined to pleafe. 
Here then at once 1 welcome every ihame, 
And cancel at threefcore a life of fame; 
No more my titles fhall my children tell. 
The old buffoon will fit my name as well; 
This day beyond its term my fate extends. 
For life is ended when our honour ends. 

* Pre(erve4 by MacrobiiM— 4fluiflated aadprlmetf in tjjfb 
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EPILOGUE, 

SPOKIN BY MR. LEE LEWE8» AT HIS BENSfTTy 
IN THX CHA&ACTSR or HARLSftUXN. 

noLDf Prompter, hold f a word before your nonfenfe; 
I'd fpeak a word or two, to eafe my confcience. 
My pride forbids it ever ihould be faid, 
My heels eclips'd the honours of my head— 
That I found humour in a pye-ball veil. 
Or ever thought that jumping was a jefl. 

(Takes (if bis majk.) 
Whence, and what art thou—- rifionary birth ? 
Nature difowns, and reafon fcoms thy mirth-^ 
In thy black afpe£t ^lery paffion fleeps— - 
The joy that dimples, and the woe that weeps. 
How haft thou fiird the fcene with all thy brood 
Of fools porfuing, and of fools purfued ; 
Whofe ins and outs no ray of fenfe difclofes— 
Whofe only plot it is to break our nofes; 
Whilft from below the trap-door daemons rife, 
And from^ above the dangling deities. 
And ihall I mix in this unhallow'd crew?<-« 
May roiin^d lightening blaft me, if I do I 
No— I will adi— -I'll vindicate the ftage— - 
Shakefpeare himfelf ihall feel my tragic rage. 
Oflfl oiT! vile trappings! — a newpailion reigns—* 
The madd'ning monarch revels in my veins ! 
Oh, for a Richard's voice to catch the theme— 
** Give me another horfel— bind up my wounds !"— 
foft— 'twas but a dream. 
>Aye— 'twas butadream, for now there's no retreating—* 
If I ceaie Harlequin, I ceaie from eating. 
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^was thus that JEfop's ilag— -a creature blameleft. 

Yet fomething vain, like one that ihall be namelefs-* 

Once on the margin of a fountain flood. 

And cavil'd at his image in the flood : 

' The deuce confound,' he cries, *thefe drumfiick ihanks, 

* They never have my gratitude nor thanks; 

* They're perfectly difgraceful! ftrike me dead! — 

* But, for a head~-yes, yes, I have a head. 

* How piercing is that eye ! how fleek that brow ! 

* My horns! — I'm told horns are the fafhion now.* 
Whilfl thus he fpoke, ailonifh'd ! to his view, 
Near and more near, the hounds and huntfmen drew; 

' Hoicks! hark forward !* came thund'ringfrom behind. 

He bounds aloft, outdrips the fleeting wind : 

He quits the woods, and tries the beaten ways; 

He flarts, he pants, he takes the circling maze. 

At length his Ally head, fo priz'd before, 

Is taught his former folly to deplore ; 

Whilil his firong limbs confpire to fet him free. 

And at one bound he faves himfelf— like me. 

(Taking a jump through the ftage^doir*} 



EPILOGUE 

TO THE COMEDY OF THE SISTERS. 

What! five long ads— and all to make us wifer! 
Our authorefs fure has wanted an advifer. 
Had (he confulted me, flie ihould have made 
Her moral play a fpeaking mafquerade ; 
Warm'd up each buftling fcene, and in her rage 
jiave emptied all the green-room on the flage* 
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My life oii*t, this had kept her play from finking— 
Have pleas' d our eyes, and fav'd the pain of thinking* 
Well, fince (he thus has ihewn her want of ikill. 
What if I give a mafquerade ?— I will. 
Butliow? ay, there's the rub ! (paufing) I've got my cue. 
The world's a mafquerrde ! the mafquers, you, you, you. 

(To Boxes i Fitf and GaUery,) 
Lud ! what a group the motley feene difcloies ! 
Falfe wits, falfe wives, faMe virgins, and falfe fpoufes ! 
Statelmen with bridles on ; and, clofe befide 'em. 
Patriots in party-colourM fuits that ride 'em. 
There Hebes, turned of fifty, try once more 
To raife a flame in Cupids of ^hreefcore. 
Thefe in their turn, with appetites as keen, 
Deferting fifty, 'fallen on fifteen. 
Mifs, not yet full fifteen, with fire uncommon, 
Flings down herfampler, and takes up the woman: 
The little urchin fmiles, and fpreads her lure. 
And tries to kill, ere ihe*s got power to cure. 
Thus His with all — ^their chief and conliant care 

I 

Is to feem every thing— .but what they are. 
Yon broad, bold, angry fpark, I Ax my eye on, 
Who feems t'have robbed his vizor from the lion 5 
Who frowns, and talks, and fwears, with round parade^ 
Looking, as who /hould fay, dam'me ! who's afraid ? 

(Mimicking,} 
Strip but this vizor off, and iure I am 
You'll find his lion/hip a very lamb. 
Yon politician, famous in debate. 
Perhaps, to vulgar eyes, beflrides the fiate; 
Yet, when he deigns his real fliape t' aflume, 
.He turns old woman» and beftrides a broom. 




EPILOGUE- 93 

Yon patriot, too, who prefles on your fight, 

And feems to every gazer, all in white— 

If with a bribe his candour you attack. 

He bows, turns round, and whip — the man in black ! 

Yon critic, too— but whither do I run ? 

If I proceed, our bard will be undone^ 

Well then a truce, fince ihe requefts it too— 

Do you fpare her j and I'll for once fpare you. 



THE CLOWN *S REPLY. 

John Trott was defir'd by two witty peers. 
To tell them the reafon why afles had ears? 

* An't pleafe you/ quoth John, *1 'm not given to letters, 

* Nor dare I pretend to know more than my betters; 

* Howe'er ^om this time I fhall ne'er fee your graces^ 

* As I hope to be fav'd, without thinking on aifes.* 



EPITAPH ON EDWARD PURDON.* 

riERE lies poor Ned Purdon, from mifery freed. 
Who long was a bookfeller's liack— 

He led fuch a damnable life in this world, 
I don't think he'll wifh to come back. 

* Who tnnflated Voltaire's Henriadc. 
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